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STARS IN A STORMY NIGHT, 



CHAPTER I. 



MOTHER AND CHILD. 



Hast thou not hoard that my Lord Jeraa died f 

Then let me tell thee a itrange itorie. 

The God of power as he did ride 

In his majestic robes of glorie, 

Resolved to light ; and so one day 

He did descend, undressing all the way. 

The starres his tire of light and rings obtained. 

The cloud his bow, the fire his spear. 

The sky his asure mantle gained. 

And when they asked what he would wear. 

He smiled and said as he did go. 

He had new clothes a making here below. 

Hebbkrt. 




[AY, my boy, thou canst do it if thou 
wilt but try." 

"But, mother dear," answered the 

child pleadingly, "the sun is shining so brightly, the 

garden looks so lovely, and I do so long to be out." 

And certainly the day, as viewed from that open 

casement^ was tempting; the air, the air of Italy, 
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laden with the breath of the orange and citron, came 
babningly and soothingly in ; the sun lay in bright 
patches on the richly-wooded hills, and danced on 
the blue breast of the Mediterranean, while the tall 
dark cypresses threw their shadows on the marble 
terrace, and the sea broke with a gentle murmuring 
sound at its foot. 

" If thou wouldst but come and sit on the terrace, 
sweet mother, I am sure I could do this task better. 
It is so beautiful out there." 

"Nay, Marcus, it would distract thee more; thou 
must be satisfied with the beauty of my room this 
morning. Now, turn thy back to the window, 
give thy whole attention to thy task for a few 
minutes, and then thou wilt be free to join thy 
playmate Caesar; or I will tell thee a story, if thou 
likest that better." 

"I should like the story, please, mother," an- 
swered Marcus eagerly. 

"Very well," was the smiling reply; "but thou 
must first earn it." 

Marcus applied himself with earnestness, and in a 
few minutes, without a mistake, triumphantly re- 
peated his task. 

"My own good child," said the mother fondly, 
stooping to kiss the blooming boy, " what is the 
story to be about ? " 
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" From the Good Book, mother, al)Out the little 
chUdren." And springing into her lap, with hig 
arms round her neck, Marcus listened to that story, 
old yet ever new, in its touching beauty and sim- 
plicity, of Jesus, the Lord of heaven and earth, taking 
up little children in his arms and blessing them. 

It was a pretty sight, that fair young Roman 
mother and her boy, and so thought the noble 
matron who at this moment entered the room, and 
stood unobserved at the door. The boy's dark bright 
eyes were raised to his mother's face with an ex- 
pression of eager attention, while, with the colour 
deepening on her cheeks with the interest of her 
story, and her eyes full of tender adoring love, she 
told in low soft tones her marvellous tale. 

" Oh, mother," said Marcus, when she concluded, 
" how I wish I had lived then ; but tell me more 
of our dear Lord Jesus." 

" Do you not want to go out ? " 

*'0h no, mother, I would rather hear another story." 

And in language glowing and eloquent, because 
heartfelt, she told how he, the Lord of glory, who 
filleth heaven and earth with his majesty, for '*his 
great love wherewith he loved us, fallen, rebellious 
sinners, left his throne in heaven, came out from 
the bosom of the Father, his abode from all eternity, 
to take upon himself the form of a servant, and be 



14 MOTHER AND CHILD. 

and bore him to heaven while that blessing yet 
sounded in their ears ; the message of holy comfort 
that descended from the lips of the shining ones on 
the bereaved hearts of the disciples, as they stood 
gazing up into heaven; — all was narrated by the 
fond mother to the enraptured child. 

There was silence for a few minutes : Marcus was 
buried in deep thought ; the mother was praying 
that the lessons from the history she had just 
narrated might sink deep into her darling's heart ; 
presently he spoke. 

" Mother, when Jesus comes again, what will be- 
come of the people who will not believe on him ? " 

" Oh, Marcus, that will be a sad day for such, 
for he will come in flaming fire, taking vengeance 
on those that know not God, and that obey not the 
gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ. In vain, then, 
shall these scoffers and unbelievers call on the hills 
and rocks to fall on them, and cover them from the 
wrath of him that sitteth on the throne, and from 
the wrath of the Lamb." 

" Will grandmother be among them, mother ? " 
inquired Marcus very earnestly. 

A shade of sadness came over the young mother's 
bright features as she replied, " I do not believe she 
will ; I believe our prayers for her will yet be an- 
swered, and that on that great day your dear 
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grandmother will be among those who have washed 
their robes and made them white in the blood that 
cleanseth." 

"But why will she not be a Christian now, 
mother ? " 

" Dear child, you know that the natural heart is 
at enmity to the law of God." 

A sudden movement from the silent watcher at 
the door arrested her words, and turning round she 
saw her of whom she was speaking standing close 
to her, with strong emotion visible on her handsome 
face ; but it passed in a moment, and was succeeded 
by a smile that unbent and softened the grave 
stately features, as the younger lady said, — 

"Dear mother, I did not know you were so 
near us." 

"You did not know you had another hearer, 
Lucia. You tell your tale well, child." 

" And is it not a beautiful tale ? " 

"So beautiful, Lucia, that I felt inclined to say, 
' Almost thou persuadest me to be a Christian.' " 

" And why only ' almost ? * " 

" Because," she replied, with sudden energy, 
" Camillia must be true to herself, true to her 
country, true to the gods of her fathers." 

"But^" asked Lucia, gently, " can you be true to 
these gods when your reason tells you they are false?" 
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5ut Camillia did not seem to hear. Her eyes 
were fixed on Marcus with a proud, fond look ; and 
as she stooped to kiss the boy, and put back the 
rich dark hair from his simny brow, she said, — 

" Thou art worthy to be the son of thy father, 
my darling. May thou, as they, be as brave a ser- 
vant of thy emperor and nation." 

" I would rather be a servant of the Lord Jesus 
Christ, gitindmother," answered the boy. 

Camillia started. " Thou hast taught thy son 
well, Lucia ; but dost thou know for what thou art 
preparing him ? " 

*' For a life of faith in God, and work for God, I 
trust." 

"Nay; thou art preparing him for the dungeon, 
the rack, the fire. Ah, thou tumest pale ! The 
thought of this is not joy." 

Lucia would have replied ; but Camillia went on 
rapidly — "Thou thinkest, perhaps, that the hand of 
persecution is so long stayed that it has lost its power, 
and become dead and withered. But thou art wrong. 
Severus is not such a one as Commodus; and thou shalt 
yet feel the iron hand that has subdued the East." 

" And if we do," replied Lucia^ while a look of 
steady determination shone in her clear dark eye — 
" if we do, the same God who supported our fore- 
fathers in their fiery tribulations will guide us also 

(235) 
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while we are passing through the deep waters of 
persecution." 

** Ah, I might have known that it would be thus I 
I believe that Christianity, when it gets into a 
family, is just like a fever — most infectious. Thou 
knowest, Lucia^ how much I dreaded any Christian 
influencea touching thee during thy girlhood ; for I 
wished to save from the fate of other beloved ones 
the child whom I loved as a daughter. But, of 
course, I could not stop all intercourse with thy 
grandfather ; and thus the work was done, and all 
my efforts rendered fruitless. And now I have lived 
to see my own son a Christian too." 

'* Thou, too, wilt be a Christian yet, dear mother." 

" No, child, never ! " 

"And yet I know thou readest our books : thy 
clear mind must sooner or later be convinced of 
their truth. And my grandfather has told me that 
during the cruel persecutions of Marcus AureHus, 
thy house waa an asylum and hiding-place for many 
a humble Christian." 

" Was I, a free Boman woman, to see equally 
ft« lU,^ pelted for tttoldng »d wl^g 
according to their conscience, without stretching out 
to them a helping hand ? I know that few agreed 
with me ; that many thought me weak and foolish. 
Still, I could not but do it, Lucia." 

(285) 2 
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" True, my mother ; I know thy generous heart 
could not see distress without relieving it." 

" But, Lucia^ I would that thou and Claudius 
were not Christians. You are all I have in the 
world ; and if I should lose you ! " 

" Not for all the world can give would I not be 
a Christian," replied Lucia, with a beaming face. 

"Yes; thou hast the spirit of thy martyred father 
and mother, and of thy aged grandfather. And 
this brings me to the object of my early visit to thy 
room. Thy grandfather says he must commence 
to-day his work in the city ; and I think it would 
be well for thee and Claudius to accompany him, 
and see him comfortably established in our palace at 
Rome." 

" But surely he is not strong enough ; that last 
fever has much weakened him." 

" So I told him ; but he would not heed me. He 
seems never happy except when at work." 

" It is true," Lucia said, sadly ; " and yet I know 
he loves me and mine truly and tenderly. Mother," 
she went on, ** I have long known that there are 
events in my grandfather's life of which I know 
nothing, and I have hitherto refrained from inquir- 
ing on the subject. But during his illness he has 
dropped many strange wild words, which have much 
astonished, almost terrified me ; and I think it would 
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now be better for me to know alL Therefore, dear 
mother, I ask thee — if thou thinkcst it well so to 
do — to tell the cause of the deep sadness that has, 
as long as I can remember, shaded the naturally 
cheerful disposition of my venerable sire." 

There was a moment's pause, and Lucia glanced 
rather anxiously at Camillia, fearing she had asked 
something wrong. But she looked sad, not angry ; 
and when Lucia added, " You know the cause, of 
course ? " she turned to her with a kind, grave smUe. 

" Thou art right, Lucia ; I do know the story of 
Emillius's life : for was not I the intimate friend of 
his family ? But if thou ever hearest its sad details^ 
it must be from thy grandfather's lips alone. I 
could not speak impartially of the sore sorrows and 
heavy trials of my early and dearly-loved friends." 

" I know not whether he would like to do that, 
Camillia. I have never heard him make an allusion 
to his youthftil days ; but I will watch for an oppor- 
tunity, and perhaps some day he may tell me all. 
I will go and speak to him now." 





CHAPTER 11. 

THE CHILD-MARTYR. 



Oh, wondrous, glorious name I 

Oh, talisman divine ! 
Before it deserts blossom, 

And darkest places shine. 

The tyrant quails and trembles 
Before its slightest breath, 

And the martyr's blood-red crown 
Becomes a victor's wreath. 




TER Lucia left the room, Camillia stood 
at the window buried in thought. The 
conversation with Lucia had evidently 
stirred a long silent and painful train of memories ; 
for her proud head was bowed as if in grief, and 
her smooth brow slightly contracted, 

" Gentle, loving Lucia," she murmured, "and my 
beautiful, warm-hearted Qementia, you were too 
good, too pure, for our poor earth. And yet do not 
you both live for me again in my own sweet Lucia ? 
May her life be happier than yours ! " 

And then her eye dwelt fondly and proudly on 
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Marcus, who had run out on the terrace, and was 
now engaged in a merry gambol with his favourite 
dog Caesar. At length, heated and tired, he stopped 
to rest^ when his grandmother's voice called him. 

" Thou must not heat thyself too much, my boy, 
or thou wilt make thyself ill," she said, fondly, as 
Marcus, with glowing cheeks and sparkling eyes, 
came bounding in. " Wouldst thou not rather play 
with Csesar than hear thy mother's tales ? " 

"Oh no, grandmother ; I like the tales best." 

" But dost thou know that if thou hearest them, 
some day cruel men will come and take thee away 
from thy father and mother, and put thee into a 
dark prison, and hurt thee very much, and perhaps 
put thee to death ? " 

The child looked up with an undaunted air into 
Camillia's face. 

" Mother says," he answered, " the wicked men 
can only kill the body ; and Jesus tells us not to 
be afraid of them." 

'* But they will give thee a great deal of pain ; 
perhaps bum you to death, or give you to the wild 
\)easts to be torn in pieces." 

" I would not like it ; but Jesus would give me 
strength to bear it^" replied Marcus, simply. 

" Alas, alas 1 " said Camillia, " the poison has 
spread far and deep." 
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" What is the matter, grandmother ? Am I too 
little to be a martyr ? " And Marcus looked won- 
deringly at Camillia's troubled face. 

" The gods grant that you may never be one ! " 
was the reply. 

" But am IV' persisted the boy. 

Getting no answer, he turned with the same 
query to an old man who, leaning on the arm of 
Lucia, entered the room. His hair was white with 
the snows of many winters ; his form was bowed 
with the weight of long weary years : yet it was 
plain that sorrow had done as much of this work as 
age, for his eye was not dimmed, nor, until his last 
illness, had his natural strength abated. A look of 
gentle, uncomplaining sorrow, not gloom — a look of 
walking softly all his days — rested on his counte- 
nance, which was now illumined by a sweet smile 
of aflfection, as he bent a willing ear to his great- 
grandchUd's inquiry. 

*' Am I too little to be a martyr ?" 

" No, my son ; God has been pleased to accept 
the witness of as young children as thee. I once 
saw a little boy, about thy age, yield his life a cheer- 
ful sacrifice for the Word of God and the testimony 
of Jesus Christ." 

" Oh, tell me about it, grandfather ! Was it long 
ago?" 
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Emillius did not reply for a few minutes, and the 
sorrowful look became deeper ; he seemed once more 
to be living an hour of pain. 

'* YeS)" he said at length, in a dreary voice, as if 
his thoughts were far, far away — " yes, it is many 
years ago. I was then as strong and vigorous as 
that young oak," pointing to a tree, clothed in the 
fresh green of spring, growing on the terrace. '* And 
yet I would rather be as I am now, sinking fast into 
the grave, with my work almost done, my course 
almost finished, my crown almost won, than have 
the long life before me I had then. But, oh that I 
could recall the wasted years — could blot out their 
manifold transgressions I'' 

He paused in strong emotion, and Lucia said 
softly, — 

" They are blotted out, my father." 

" I know it, I know it, my daughter, and adore 
the grace and mercy that has rescued such a trans- 
gressor. But Marcus is waiting for his story," he 
added, as his eye fell on the boy's eager &ce. 

*' Yes, my child, you shall hear it. 

"I told thee it was many years ago. Marcus 
Aurelius — that emperor renowned in our historical 
annals as a greai^ wise, and just prince— filled the 
imperial throne ; and, with one exception, this was 
just praise. He was good to all, bub to the most 
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haxmless and the most blameless of aU his sub- 
jects. Wrapped up in his vain philosophy and still 
vainer religion, he scorned everything Christian, and 
persecuted its disciples with the most relentless 
cruelty. Thou knowest, Marcus, that at this time 
I was a soldier, and it was often my duty to lead 
the Christian prisoners to the courts of — I cannot 
say justice, for it was ever the innocent, the wise, 
the good, who were the victims ; but to the courts 
of judgment, where bonds and death ever await 
them. And thus I witnessed many a scene of suf- 
fering which I shudder to recall, and many a death 
of triumphant joy which still lingers in my memory 
like the notes of one of your mother's sweet songs. 
Many incidents have I forgotten; but this one 
that I am about to narrate I remember as clearly 
as if it happened yesterday. A member of the 
noble army of martyrs, having endured many things 
at the hands of his persecutors, and witnessed a good 
confession before many witnesses, was being borne 
to the place of death, when the judge stopped him. 
Being a man of wealth and authority, he wished 
much to make him deny his Lord, and therefore 
made one last eflfbrt. There were many lookers-on 
in the court— some drawn by curiosity, and some 
by sympathy with the sufferer. Among them was 
a young woman, neatly but poorly dressed, who 
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held by the hand a beautiful boy of about six years 
of age. His sunny locks and bright blue eyes at- 
tracted much admiration ; and turning to him, the 
judge said, — 

" * Thou, child, shaJt teach this wretched man 
wisdom. What gods ought we to worship V 

** Without a moment's hesitation the boy replied, 
* There is but one God, the Father, of whom are 
all things, and we in him; and one Lord Jesus 
Christ, by whom are all things, and we in him.' 

" A grateful look from the tortured martyr re- 
warded the noble boy, and for a moment the judge 
was silent with surprise ; but^ recovering himself, 
he uttered a howl of rage, declared it was a pre- 
meditated plan, and desired his satellites to seize the 
young confessor, and bind his tender limbs to the 
rack. The boy uttered not a word as they tore him 
from his mother's arms, and bore him as a lamb to 
the slaughter ; but^ with a wild cry of agony, the 
mother threw herself on her knees before the cruel 
judge, and besought with many tears that she might 
su£fer in her child's stead. Her request was rudely 
spumed, and, half-fainting, she was dragged to the 
spot where her loved one was being bound to the 
instrument of torture, and told that she must stand 
by and witness his agonies ; but with frantic strength 
she burst from them, and threw herself on her 



26 THE CHILD-MAKTYR. 

child. *My child, my darling, my only one!' she 
cried, ' I cannot, cannot give thee up 1' 

" Tenderly, lovingly, the boy raised his eyes to 
her face. * Sweet mother, it is for Christ's sake. 
Wouldst thou keep me from glory ?' 

" Out of the mouth of a babe was praise perfected, 
and, calmed by the great faith of her child, the 
mother stayed her tears, hushed her wild grief; and 
as with devilish cruelty they tortured the boy, her 
hand wiped the cold moisture from his brow, her 
voice whispered words of hope and trust, and even 
his cruel persecutors had not the heart to remove 
her. As the turning of the wheels wrenched the 
bones from their sockets, one cry of sharp pain burst 
from the child's lips. It was the last as well as the 
first ; silently, uncomplainingly he suffered, and the 
heathen witnessed in wonder, mingled with awe, the 
fortitude of this young Christian. 

" At length he was lifted fainting from the rack ; 
the mother prayed that consciousness might never 
return; bat wine poured down his throat revived 
him, and he was offered the incense which, if he 
would throw on the altar of Jupiter, would save his 
life. But with an expression of unutterable scorn, 
the boy dashed it from him, while his voice rang 
through the court. 

** * There is but one God, the Father,' he said; 
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* and one Lord Jesus Christ, the Redeemer, the Sano- 
tifier of men.' 

"*AhI* cried the judge, *we will break this 
proud spirit ; to the rack with him again !' 

" They obeyed ; again the tender limbs were torn 
and mangled, and when they stopped their cruel 
work, it was tauntingly to ask, * What does your 
Christ do for you now?' 

" ' Enables me,' was the meek response, * to pray 
for my persecutors.' 

** Enraged at the reply, they once more plied their 
cruel tortures ; but the child's faith was founded on 
the Rock, even the ' Rock of Ages ;' and when the 
trembling, agonizing mother was asked the same 
question — ' What does your Christ do for you now V 
she also was enabled to reply, with unshaken 
confidence, * He strengthens him to suffer patiently 
for his name's sake, and has prepared for him an 
everlasting home of rest and peace.' 

" At last, wearied with their cruel work, and 
seeing that the life was almost extinct, they threw 
the heroic child, faint, bleeding, mangled, and dying, 
into his mother's arms. 

** * Mother! mother 1' he gasped, * this is agony; 
but it will not last long. I am almost at 
home.' 

" * Thou art happy, child. Man has done his worst 
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my blessed child, and I will thank you. Do you 
hear? ' she went on, in a still louder voice, as the 
judge did not speak; *I am also a Christian. I also 
worship one God, the Father, and one Lord Jesus 
Christ.' I do not know what feelings were stirring 
in the judge's breast ; perhaps the wUd grief of the 
mother awakened a feeling of pity for her, and 
shame for his cruelty to her son: however this may 
be, he pretended to believe her mad, as she indeed 
was for the moment, and desired her fiiends to take 
her away. As they obeyed they spoke words of 
comfort and sympathy, and the severely tried woman 
went to her solitary home — for her lost one was her 
only child, and she was a widow. 

"And now, Marcus, thou knowest how the suf- 
ferings of the child-martyr have become a house- 
hold taJe among the Christians." 

" Didst thou go and comfort the poor mother, 
grandfather ? " asked Marcus, who had listened with 
the deepest attention to this history. 

"No, Marcus," replied Emillius gravely, "I did 
not." 

The boy opened his eyes wide with astonishment. 

" Why didst thou not, grandfather ? I know 
thou canst do it, for the other day I saw thee speak 
words to that poor man, who had lost all his children, 
that seemed to comfort him much; and I heard 
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him call thee ' a binder up of broken hearts ; a 
comforter of the comfortless.' And mother told me, 
the reason thou canst do it so well is, because thou 
hast suffered so much." 

** Marcus, my child," replied Emillius, " I had no 
right to do it then ; for at that time I was a back- 
slider, a friend of persecutors; I had denied my 
Lord." 

Marcus looked up in wonder at the tone of 
anguish in which this was said, and asked,— 

** But did the Lord Jesus turn and look at thee 
as he did at Peter ? " 

" Ay, my child, he did, often ; but my heart was 
as hard as the nether mill-stone, and required many 
looks to break it, many strokes from the hammer of 
love." 

Then, turning to Lucia, who in wonder had 
listened to this conversation, Emillius said, — 

" Thou knowest now, Lucia, what thy father is. 
I never had the courage to tell thee before. 
Dost thou despise him ? " 

" Despise thee !" replied Lucia; " oh no, my father; 
why should I ? Did not Peter deny his Master ? 
was not Saul a persecutor ? " 

Emillius appeared about to answer; but Camillia, 
who had left the room, now re-entered. 

"Thou oughtest to be on the road to Bome, 
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Lucia," she said ; " if thou lingerest longer the day- 
will have become too hot." 

"Thou art right, my mother. I see Claudius 
coming across the hill. I will go and ask him if his 
duty leads him to Rome to-day. Through the 
wood," she added, smiling an answer to Camillia's 
anxious look, *'and thus avoid the heat of the 
sun." 




CHAPTER III. 



HEAVY SHADOWS. 



For us — whatever's undergone 
Thon knowest, wiliest what la done. 
Grief may be Joy misnnderttood ; 
Only the Good discemi the good ; 
I tnut Thee while my dayi go on. 

£. B. Browning. 




HE went with a light and bounding step ; 
and as her husband saw her approach, he 
turned to meet her. He was a tall and 
handsome man, with features closely resembling 
Camillia's, but in general animated by a much more 
vivacious and softer expression. But he now looked 
so grave, so stern, that Lucia started with surprise, 
almost fear. 

*' Thou hast heard bad news, my husband," she 
said, as she laid her hand on his. 

But he tried to smile away her forebodings ; and, 

as he drew her towards himself, he said playfully, — 

"Thou thinkest that thou canst read my face 

like a book, my little Lucia. But what is the re- 

(236) 3 
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quest that has brought thee out so early this warm 
day? Wouldst thou like to come to the city with 
me?" 

" Thou hast divined my request," she replied. 
" My grandfather says he must go back to his work 
in the city, and I should like to see him settled in 
our palace on the Esquiline Hill." 

" Thou shalt do so. I was going to command the 
chariot when I met thee." 

They walked on in silence for a few minutes ; 
Claudius again looked grave ; Lucia spoke first, — 

" Something has grieved thee, Claudius. May I 
not know it ? " 

He roused himself again. *' I believe I am foolish, 
my Lucia, to give way to these forebodings ; for 
myself I do not fear, but in anything concerning 
thee or our child I am half a coward." 

''TeU me what the forebodings are, my husband ; 
you know, anything is better than suspense." 

" Severus has issued a severe edict." 

*' Against the Christians ! " exclaimed Lucia. 

"Not directly, Lucia," said Claudius gloomily. 
" But he might as well have done it : the edict is so 
worded, that those in power can make what use 
they like of it, and thou knowest to what quarter 
their dispositions tend ; thou knowest their tender 
mercies." 
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" Yes ; " replied Lucia^ and her voice was cidiu 
and clear. " I know tbeir tender mercies are cruel ; 
but I also know that, while the Lord God Omnipo- 
tent reigns — while wo are graven on the palms of 
his hands — ^guarded as the apple of his eye — man 
can do little to us." 

" Thou art right, Lucia ; and if thou wouldst 
consent to go with Marcus to a place of safety, I 
would be quite happy." 

The colour fled from her cheek, the light from 
her eye, as she asked, — 

"Wouldst thou come with us?" 

" No, Lucia^" he replied, looking sadly at her ; 
" the post of danger must be the post of honour for 
me. I have some influence at court, and must stay 
to stem the tide." 

"And would not that influence be powerful 
enough to protect us as well as yourself? " 

" Lucia, I did not say it was powerful enough to 
protect me ; I do not believe it is ; but shall I 
weakly lose this small influence, by which I might 
be able to save even a few, by flying at the first note 
of war? — my own true-hearted wife cannot think so." 

"No, no, Claudius;" and now tears would come 
fast and thick. " It would not be right ; thou 
canst not fly, nor can I. It would be worse than 
ten deaths to be away from thee at such a time. 
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But why dost thou fear so much for Marcus and 
me ? Thou standest so high in the Senate and in 
the favour of Severus, that I should think you and 
yours at least would be safe." 

*'Ah, Lucia, thou little knowest; true, I have 
favour in the eyes of Severus, and power and in- 
fluence in the Senate, but Plautianus rules both the 
Emperor and the Senate, and well I know that he 
hates me as the defeater of one of his most cherished 
but most oppressive schemes for the crushing of 
the people and exaltation of himself; and even if he 
could not injure me, he would rejoice in injuring those 
whom he weU knows are dearer to me than life. I 
did not wish, dearest Lucia^ to alarm thee, but I see 
there must be a strong inducement to make thee 
take flight." 

" No inducement can be strong enough, Claudius ; 
do not ask me to go away from thee ; it would kill 
me. Say you promise," and she looked entreatingly 
into her husband's face. 

He could not resist her winning earnestness, and 
as he well knew that the persecution would soon 
spread over the Roman world, he promised that 
he would not make her go away against her will. 
With this she was fain to rest content. 

"Now," said Lucia, quite restored to her own 
bright self as soon as her mind was easy on that 
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point, " perhaps we have disquieted ourselves in vain 
about this terrific edict ; perhaps it is a false alann. 
Severus cannot be so wicked as to injure those who 
have served him so faithfully. Who told thee, 
Claudius ? — perhaps it was exaggerated ! " 

"Varro told me of it," replied Claudius, smiling 
sadly at the simple hopefulness of his wife ; " and 
thou knowest that, though a heathen, his word may 
be relied on." 

" Thou sayest truly — Vari'o is a man to be tnisted; 
but it might have been exaggerated to him." 

"I have seen it myself, Lucia; here it is;" and 
he handed her a parchment. 

Lucia read it through, not missing a word, and 
saw with her own eyes the terrible power given to 
the enemies of the faith. With pale cheeks and a 
trembling hand she gave it back to her husband. 

" Canst thou see any good in that, Lucia ? " ho 
asked, with almost a bitter smile ; "we might as 
well have been rebels." 

"Oh no, no, Claudius!" she replied eagerly, 
" shall we only act rightly because of the present 
reward ? And even if our earthly sovereign forgets 
our services, our heavenly King does not. If our 
good be evil-spoken of on earth, our record is yet in 
heaven and our witness on high. My husband," 
she added gently, " where is your faith ? " 
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" Gone, all gone, at this moment, Lucia," he re- 
plied, whUe such a dark cloud, that it quite terrified 
her, overshadowed his face ; " to think that you, my 
precious, tenderly-reared wife, may at any moment 
be dragged into the hall of justice, treated as a 
criminal, tortured, insulted, at length burned to 
death, or torn to pieces by wild beasts. The thought 
maddens me ; and if I thought there was safety in 
any part of the world, thou shouldst go there ; but 
there is no rest, no security to be found on this 
earth." 

" Except," replied Lucia^ " in him who is a * re- 
fuge for the oppressed, a hiding-place in time of 
trouble.' Women as delicately nurtured as I have 
sufifered death for their faith, and so can I. Have 
we not received good at the hand of the Lord, and 
shall we not receive this trouble also, if it be his 
will ? For more than twenty years we have sat in 
peace under our own vine and fig-tree, and now that 
that time is past, let us still bless him for it, and 
trust him to fulfil his own promise of needful strength 
for all that is to come." 

They walked on in silence for some minutes, and 
then Lucia's voice repeated slowly and reverently 
some of the inspired words that were so precious, so 
suitable to those tried believers. 

" ' Fear not them,' " she said, " * which kill the body, 
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bat are not able to kill the soul.' *Are not two 
sparrows sold for a farthing, and one of them shall 
not fall on the ground without your Father?* ' But 
the very hairs of your head are all numbered ; fear 
ye not, therefore, ye are of more value than many 
sparrows.* ** As she ceased she glanced at her hus- 
band's face ; the dark cloud was gone, and answer- 
ing the look he said, — 

" Thank thee, my own precious Lucia ; thou ait 
ever a true helpmeet ; the dark spirit of mistrust is 
gone, now I can trust my God even with thee." 

"Blessed be God for that," she replied joyfully. 
" Now let us go in to our mother ; she will wonder 
what has kept me.** 

"Thinkest thou it well to tell her now ? ** 

" Yea, verily ; if not, she will most likely hear 
an exaggerated account from the slaves.** 

Having given the order for the chariot, they were 
proceeding to the villa, when Claudius stopped. 

** Lucia,** he said, *'I cannot go in yet — my 
heavenly armour will not clasp under such trembling, 
doubting hands — I must seek strength for the day 
of trial ; come this way.** 

He led her into a thick grove, and there in the 
sanctuary of nature they poured out all their griefs 
before a gracious God, and pleaded for the much- 
needed and promised succours. 
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And then, calmed, strengthened, and refreshed, 
still pale and grave, but with the peace of God ou 
their brows, they entered Lucia's room, where 
Camillia and Emillius still lingered. The former 
was bending over a roll, which she laid down as 
they approached ; but Lucia's quick eye recognized 
with a thrill of joy the Gospel of St. John. Emillius 
sat by the open window, enjoying the fresh sea 
breezes, but looking so worn, so ill, that Lucia said, — 
*'My father, I do not think thou hast strength 
to go to the city. Wilt thou not stay a few days 
with us? — these sweet breezes will recruit thy 
health." 

" No, my daughter," replied the old man slowly ; 
" I must work while it is called to-day ; the night 
Cometh. But, Lucia, child, thou lookest sad. What 
has happened ? " 

Camillia was asking Claudius the same question, 
the mother's quick eye having read her children's 
grief. 

As Claudius gently told them the mournful news, 
the different effect it had on his two breathless 
hearers was remarkable. The fire of youth returned 
to Emillius's eye, and animated his voice as he said, — 
" My children, our God is a God of judgment ; he 
has seen the pride, the worldliness, the avarice into 
which his Church has fallen, and he is come to 
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'visit our transgressions with the rod, and our 
iniquities with stripes/ And shall wo not meekly 
bow to our Father's will — shall not the Judge of all 
the earth do right ? But may he preserve thee, my 
tender flower," he continued, drawing Lucia towards 
him ; " may he preserve thee from the fiery trial ; 
but if this be not his will and pleasure, fear not, one 
like unto the Son of man will walk with thee 
through the furnace." 

Camillia's emotions were very difierent. With a 
passionate burst of feeling she exclaimed, " I knew 
it, my son ; I knew that this miserable faith would 
bring evil and sorrow. But I did not dream of 
such evil as this ; disgrace I felt sure would come ; 
but death — I thought thy high bii-th, thy noble 
talents, would preserve thee from this dread fate ; 
but now I see nothing can save thee. To think 
that thou, my noble son, the pride and stay of thy 
widowed mother, the head of thy ancient house, to 
think that thou may be dragged before your enemies 
and sentenced to a shameful, painful death. To 
think that thou, my daughter," she continued rapidly, 
turning to Lucia — "to think that thou, whom I 
have loved with more than a mother's tenderness, 
should be subject at any moment to the same fearful 
lot ; the thought of it is maddening." 

Never had her children seen their usually calm, 
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stately mother so excited ; in vain they tried to 
soothe her, she scorned all their efforts at con- 
solation. 

"Oh, Claudius," she exclaimed piteously, "it is 
not yet too late; will thou not even now, for thy 
mother's sake, return to the faith of thy fathers ? It 
was good enough for them, surely it might have 
satisfied thee. I would," she continued, without 
waiting for a reply, as she felt her appeal was use- 
less — "I would that thou hadst never heard of this 
wretched faith; I could curse the day that thou 
heardest of it — curse the miserable impostor" — 
But Lucia's hand pressed on her lips arrested her 
words. 

"Not those words, sweet mother, if thou lovest 
me ; not those words." 

As Camillia's eye fell on the beautiful pleader's 
face, her expression of anger changed to one of great 
sorrow. 

" I will not speak them, as they give thee pain, 
Lucia ; but if thou knewest the anguish that caused 
them, thou wouldst not wonder." 

" I do not, sweet mother ; but I would that thou 
didst know the peace that our God can give in the 
midst of tribulation. Thou forgettest also," she 
went on, anxious to cheer her, "what a favourite 
Claudius is with Severus ; he will not forget that he 
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owed his life at his hands, though it is some years 
past." 

And this was time, and happened tlius : When 
Claudius was a youth, he was taken by his father 
to the royal hunt. While engaged in the excite- 
ment of the chase, an unknown hand aimed an 
arrow at Severus, then not many months on the 
imperial throne. Claudius saw the winged messen- 
ger of death flying through the air, and with the 
impetuosity of youth threw himself before the 
Emperor, and received in his shoulder the arrow 
aimed at his sovereign's heart. Severus never for- 
got this prompt devotion, and as further intercoui*so 
increased the sentiments of esteem and admiration 
which his gallant act had inspired, not even his 
acceptance of the Christian faith had interrupted 
the confidence and love with which the Emperor 
regarded him. 

Lucia's allusion had the desired effect ; and 
Camillia answered calmly, while a flash of joy lit up 
her countenance, — 

** Thou art right, my daughter ; we have ground 
for hope ; I thank thee for reminding me of this. 
Severus does not forget past benefits and early 
friends ; besides, he would hardly dare to injure the 
head of one of the oldest and most powerful families 
of Rome." 
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Claudius smiled sadly at the family pride of the 
high-born Roman matron. 

** I do not wish to make thee look for evil, mother, 
but I must prepare for it. Dost thou^ recollect 
Tarquin and the poppies ? I believe that will be 
Severus's law also ; but I should hardly say Severus, 
for Plautianus is the ruling spirit now." 

"But you believe Severus loves you?'* 

*' Yes ; but Plautianus does not.'' 

" And you fear the worst ?" 

" Nay, dear mother, I fear nothing now," he an- 
swered, smiling at Lucia ; but he added gravely, 
** I am prepared for the worst." 

" Oh," groaned Camillia^ " that I should have 
lived to see this day. But why art thou going to 
Rome to-day ? Why art thou flying into danger ? 
There might even yet be time for flight." 

" Severus has sent for me, mother. I cannot fly; 
I am the Emperor's servant, and will serve him 
faithfully as long as he allows me, and then I can 
die for my heavenly Master. But I assure thee 
there is no danger of anything happening to-day." 

" Well," replied Camillia in a tone of despair, ** I 
can do naught but pray to the gods thou despisest 
to preserve thee from evil ; but, Claudius, for thy 
wife and child's sake, for thy mother's sake, do not 
rush headlong into danger." 
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**Do not fear, mother,'* he replied tenderly. "I 
have many ties to life." 

"The gods preserve thee from harm," she ex- 
claimed ; and then, unwilling to show her excessive 
agitation, she hurried from the room. Siidly Clau- 
dius looked after her ; she seemed further from the 
Shepherd's fold than ever. But Lucia's hand was 
on his arm, her soft voice falling on his ear arousing 
him from his sorrowful musings. 

'* Do not despair, Claudius ; she will know, feel, 
see all in our Father's good time ; perhaps this time 
of suffering may be to her a time of life. I believe 
she is even now struggling against conviction. But 
here is the chariot. Marcus, would you like to 
come with us ?" 




CHAPTER IV. 



TROUBLES WITHIN AND WITHOUT. 



Thou hast another chamber, dear Lord, — 

The secret place of peace, 
Where thy precious ones are safely stored. 

When their weary wanderings cease. 

No sighs are heard in the shadowy place 

No voices of them that weep ; 
They have fought the fight, and finished the race, 

God giveth them rest in sleep. 

B. M. 




OR some time the occupants of the chariot 
drove on the way to Rome in silence ; 
then they began to talk of the persecu- 
tions of former days, almost beyond the memory of 
Claudius, and quite beyond Lucia's, though well 
remembered by Emillius ; but he soon turned from 
the sufferings of the saints, to speak of the suffer- 
ings and death of the King of saints ; and as he 
spoke of these things, and dwelt on ''the love that 
passeth knowledge," the love that had caused the 
Lord of glory to take upon " himself the form of a 
servant," his hearers' hearts burned within them. 
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and they felt that on Calvary alone, in contemplat- 
ing its great sacrifice, wa.s the needful strength for 
the day of trial to be found. 

" Grandfather," said Lucia, " why is it that you, 
who have seen and heard so much of the sufferings 
of our brethren, talk so little about them ?" 

The old man smiled sadly as he replied, ** Hast 
thou noticed that, child ? Well, I have two reasons : 
first, these memories are chiefly connected with a 
very painful period of my past life ; secondly, and 
I hope it is the strongest reason, I cannot join in 
the blind admiration, I had almost said adoration, 
with which the martyrs are now regarded. It is 
well and meet to raise monuments to our blessed 
and happy dead ; but it is not well to introduce 
their names into our prayers, to address them as 
intercessors ; in fact, to elevate them to the place of 
God. Thou knowest how John the beloved apostle 
was reproved when he fell down to worship the 
angel who had showed him such gi'cat and mighty 
wonders. *See thou do it not,* ho said, *for I am* 
thy fellow-servant, and of thy brethren the prophets, 
worahip God.' And if John was not allowed to 
worship a pure and holy being who had never sinned, 
shall we dare to rob Christ of his glory by address- 
ing as mediators or intercessors those who, though 
sanctified and purified by the grace of God, were once 
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sinful dying creatures like ourselves. Let us rather 
adore the God and Saviour * who worked in them to 
will and to do of his good pleasure/ and thus glorify 
him in his saints. Let the example of the * great 
cloud of witnesses ' be an encouragement to us to 
walk wisely, work diligently, suffer patiently, do all 
in the name of the Lord Jesus ; and then, when the 
summons comes to lay down the cross and receive 
the crown, like them we will rise to the life im- 
mortal, and with the great multitude sing our song 
of gratitude to him who loved us and gave himself 
for us. 

" For well-nigh twenty years, my children," the 
old man went on, ** the Church has had rest on 
every side. It has multiplied, but has it walked in 
the fear of tho Lord ? has it kept, undefiled by man's 
inventions, the faith once delivered unto the saints ? 
Alas, alas, it has not ! We have many spots in our 
feasts of charity, many clouds without water, many 
trees whose fruit is withered. To please the great, 
to attract the people, we have grafted upon our 
worship and ordinances many forms and ceremonies 
of Jewish origin, and thus impaired their scriptural 
character and revived what is passed away. We 
have exchanged the free-will offerings of prayer 
and praise, offered by a saved people, for the repe- 
tition of stated services and liturgies full of man's 
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imagination, and most contrary to the Word of God. 
Fatally has St. Paul's warning agjiinst philosophy 
and vain deceit, the tradition of men, and the rudi- 
ments of the world, been neglected. False humility, 
will-worship, bodily austerities mixed with hi«;h 
self-righteous pretensions, ignorance of Christ, the 
true life of faith in him miserably superseded by 
ceremonies and superatitions — all these are among 
our sins. Oh, my children, my heart is sad when 1 
see and hear these things — when I see the fair 
garden of the Lord overgi'own, choked up with 
weeds — when I see the dross and tin mixed with 
the pure gold — when I see so many straying from 
the truth as it is in Jesus, and going after lying 
vanities. Often have I marvelled at the forbear- 
ance, the long-suffering, of our God ; and can we 
wonder that now he has declared, in his infinite 
wisdom and perfect judgment, that wo shall bo 
purified with fire? He has said — and who shall 
hinder it ? — * Because I have purged thee, and thou 
wast not purged, thou shalt not be purged from 
thy filthiness any more till I have caused my fury 
to rest upon thee.' " 

" And the fire will purge away the dross, my 
father, and purify the precious gold. It will burn 
the hay, straw, stubbles, and reveal the true founda- 
tion.'* 

(236) 4 
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*' Thou art right, my son ; it will The instru- 
ment is sharp, the sufferings hard to bear ; but all 
the brighter will the jewel, thus polished, shine in 
Emmanuel's crown. And yet," Emillius went on, 
musingly, ** even in this age of Pharisaic pride, self- 
righteousness, and argumentative refinements, there 
are some — nay, many — who have kept their gar- 
ments undefiled ; and these blessed, happy ones shall 
* walk with Christ in white, for they are worthy.' " 

" I am sure thou wilt be one of them, my father, 
for thou hast proved thyself the servant of Christ; 
in labours abundant, in stripes above measure, in 
prisons frequent." 

" I, Lucia ! — I one of those who have kept their 
garments imdefiled ! Alas ! I have no claim to such 
an honour. I am only a lost sheep, a prodigal son, 
brought back to the fold by the free mercy of my 
God. And if I have striven to build again the 
faith I once destroyed, I have only done what it was 
my duty to do ; I am still an unprofitable servant." 

And Lucia thought of the blessings on the humble; 
while Claudius said, — 

"But thy labours have been blessed, my father?" 

** Yea ; the Lord hath established the work of 
my hands, and has given me much precious fruit 
from the fields, white unto harvest. To him be all 
the praise." 
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During this conversation tlieir swift horses had 
been rapidly carrying them towards Rome ; and as 
they approached the Catacombs, Emillius turned to 
Claudius and Lucia, and said, — 

"It would be well for you, as troublous times 
are coming, to know the mysteries of our sun; 
hiding-place in many a year past. Some day I will 
take thee to the Catacombs, and show thee the 
places hallowed by frequent prayer and praise, and 
also by being the resting-place of our martyred dead." 

" And grandfather," said Lucia, softly, " thou 
wilt show me my mother and father s graves ? " 

** I will, my child ; and if I have strength — as I 
do not fear that thou and Claudius will be led 
astray — I will unseal, for the first and last time, 
the memories of bygone years, as it will teach thee 
that standeth to take heed lest thou fall, and also 
prove to thee the faithfulness and love of our God." 

** But that will, I fear, give thee pain, my father," 
Lucia said. 

'* The pains of life for me are almost past, child ; 
but I trust thou wilt never know so much of them 
as I have. But, Claudius," he added, " what a pace 
we are going at ! Do you think Mucins will be 
able to restrain the horses ? " 

" Something has startled them ; but as we have 
a clear road, there i» no danger. Mucins will soon 
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check them ; all we have to do is to sit stilL — Art 
thou afraid, Marcus ? '' 

Marcus indignantly denied ever being afraid, 
especially at only flying through the air at such a 
delightful pace. 

But they were not long to have the clear space of 
which Claudius had spoken. Another chariot came 
thundering down a side road, and before either 
parties could check their speed, a collision took 
place. All the occupants of Claudius's chariot were 
thrown out, while the vehicle was completely shat- 
tered, and the prancing horses, maddened with 
fright, rushed homewards. Fortunately, no one 
was much hurt, and all were soon on their feet. 
But the difiiculty of their position soon appeared. 
How were they to reach Rome, fiiUy six miles dis- 
tant, on this intensely hot spring day? It was 
quite impossible for three of the party to walk ; it 
was quite as urgent for Claudius to reach the city 
at once. 

The chariot that had done them so much mischief 
was not much injured ; and now the owner advanced, 
and was courteously proposing to convey them to 
Rome, when, looking steadily at Claudius, he stopped, 
and then said abruptly, — 

" Thy name, if it so please thee ? " 

Slightly surprised at his manner, Claudius told him. 
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" Claudius Cornelius ! '* he repeated, slowly ; an<l 
then added, interrogatively, ** tlie Christian ? " 

Firmly, almost proudly, Claudius replied in the 
afltonative. 

'* I thought so," the stranger muttered, fixing a 
piercing look on Claudius, in whicli j)ity and horror 
were strangely mingled ; changing to almost admira- 
tion as his eye rested on the beautiful young patri- 
cian lady, her noble boy, and venerable sire. ** I 
thought so," he repeated. *' Then know," he added 
aloud, '* that I must withdraw my offer of assist- 
ance ; for if I were this day seen in the streets of 
Rome in company with a Christian family — as I 
presume you are — and one as well known as thou, 
noble Claudius, I should be classed with your sect, 
and most likely pay for my rashness with my life. 
I am sorry for thee ; but I cannot aid thee." 

And springing into his chariot, he was driving 
off, when he suddenly checked his horses, and, in a 
low, mysterious tone, said to Claudius, — 

" A word in thy ear, noble Claudius. If thou 
valuest the lives of thy wife and child, take them 
not to Rome to-day. The city is in an uproar, and 
the people are thirsting for the blood of the Chris- 
tians." 

Respectfully saluting Claudius, he was proceeding 
on his way when he again stopped. 



54 TROUBLES WITHIN AND WITHOUT. 

*' Though I cannot help thee myself, yet I do not 
like to leave this noble lady in a position she is 
evidently unaccustomed to ; and therefore, as soon 
as I reach Rome, I will send a chariot to convey 
thee to thy destination, or, if thou takest my advice, 
to carry thee back to thy marine villa." And be- 
fore Claudius could speak his thanks, he was gone. 

" There goes as kindly a natured man as ever 
lived, '* said Claudius, looking after the retreating 
chariot ; *' and yet a slave to habit and the opinion 
of the world. But now, what must we do ? I 
must go at once to Rome ; and after the warniug I 
have received, I dare not take thee there, Lucia. 
Neither would it be wise for such a well-known 
Christian as Emillius to show himself in the present 
state of affairs." 

But this seemed to the valiant old man rather 
like an act of denial and cowardice. But, to Lucia's 
intense relief, he was soon shown that, even if it 
were desirable, it was quite impossible at present to 
reach Rome ; and though his heart yearned to be 
with his beloved flock, to strengthen, and, if needs 
be, to suffer with them, he consented to rest with 
Lucia and Marcus under the shadow of the gloomy 
Catacombs, while Claudius walked towards Rome 
to meet the promised chariot, and send another to 
them to convey them home. 
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With a parting injunction to Lucia not to loso 
themselves in the winding passages and gloou)y 
caverns of their temporary shelter, Chiudius pro- 
ceeded rapidly on his way to Rome ; while the 
others, with slow steps, walked towards an entrance 
to the Catacombs well known to Emillius in fonner 
days. They had not brought any of their servants, 
as it was not expedient for many to know the 
secrets of the refuge of the persecuted in stormy 
times. 

It was with no slight misgivings, no small heai-t- 
tremblings, that Lucia saw her husband depart to 
the city ; and a cold shudder of apprehension and 
horror crept over her as she descended the rough 
steps into the cold, damp passages. But, suppresH- 
ing this weakness, she followed Emillius s example, 
and took a torch from a crevice in the wall, which 
was with some difficulty lighted : it had lain so 
long as to become damp. 

** Wouldst thou like to explore the extensive^ 
galleries and caverns, Lucia ? " asked f^millius. 
" I know the way well ; and if thou wiliest, I will 
lead thee to thy parents' resting-place." 

Willingly Lucia assented ; and they procoodod 
down the steep rough stairs, through the long 
narrow passages, with the walls honey-combed on 
either side — by the Christian tombs, tier above tier, 
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sometimes covered by marble tablets, with neatly- 
cut inscriptions, sometimes with the words of 
heavenly hope, patient sorrow, or joyful anticipa- 
tion, rudely scratched on the rough mortar. With 
wondering astonishment Marcus gazed around, awed 
into quietude by the stillness and mysterious light 
of the torches ; while, with deeply-moved feelings, 
Lucia looked on the memorials of those who had 
fought the good fight and kept the faith, sealing 
their confession with their blood : and though rude 
and straggling letters often obscured the meaning, 
and errors in spelling and grammar abounded — 
showiug that these men, so rich in faith, were the 
poor of this world — to her the old stones seemed 
bright with gleams of the " life and immortality 
brought to light by the gospel" 

Presently Lucia asked what it meant when there 
was only a number on a tomb, such as ** 30," 
'' 60," &c. 

" The bones of as many martyrs as that number 
denotes lie under that stone, Lucia. Often was 
there no time to enumerate their names. At dead 
of night were they huniedly committed to the dust, 
* in sure and certain hope of a glorious resurrection.' 
Thou seest that sometimes the tablets are placed 
upside down, as in the hurry and darkness they 
were thrust into their places by trembling hands." 
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" What thousands must have sufficed 1 " 

" Yea, Rome has truly drunk deeply of the blood 
of the saints. Our enemies were fiercer than the 
lion, more relentless than the wild beasts." 

As they proceeded, Lucia* s eye fell on an inscrip- 
tion ; and as she raised her torch to reiid it, an ex- 
pression of horror burst from her. ** Oh, father!" 
she exclaimed, "is not this dreadful? — a son de- 
livered by his heathen father into the hands of his 
persecutors, and convicted on his testimony." 

** It is the old story, child — the * father divided 
against the son ; a man*s foes those of his own house- 
hold.* " But this was said in a tone of such living 
pain, that Lucia started, and did not speak again 
until Emillius stopped in a place where the gallery 
had been widened into a chamber, and furnished 
with rough stone seats. But Lucia saw but one 
thing — a white marble tomb, with two names — be- 
loved, revered names — engraved on it. She knelt 
down, and, through fast falling tears, read the in- 
scription : — 

" Alexander is not dead, but lives above the stars, 
and his body rests in the tomb. He died under the 
Emperor Antoninus, who, though he foresaw much 
good would result from his services, returned good 
for evil. For while on his knees, and about to 
worship the true God, he was led to execution. Oh 
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sad times ! in which we are not safe even in caverns, 
while we offer worship and praise.'* 

And below, — 

" To dementia, our beloved — dead ; tortured ; 
sleeps ; will rise." 

Lucia had never even heard how her parents had 
died, for Camillia had ever shrunk from even speak- 
ing of the sufferings of the loved friends of her youth. 
But now, as she gazed on the concise inscription, 
she seemed instinctively to know all their fiery 
afflictions. What a tale that one word, tortured, 
told her — a tale of bodily anguish and keen suffer- 
ing — a tale of holy resignation, patient endurance, 
and steadfast constancy, on the part of one who, 
though weak in herself, was strong in the Lord. 
And now she sleeps ; the poor, tortured, tormented 
frame sleeps "where the wicked cease from troubling, 
and where the weary are at rest ; " while the spirit 
rejoices in the presence of Him " whom, not having 
seen, she loved." 

A groan of deep pain from Emillius roused her 
from her musings, or rather imaginations ; and turn- 
ing round, she saw her grandfather sitting on one of 
the rough seats, his eyes fixed on a short inscrip- 
tion with such an expression of anguish, that she 
feared his emotions would be too strong for his en- 
feebled frame. 
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" My father," she said softly, ** I am sorry we 
came hero ; it brings thee sonowful memories. Let 
us depart now." 

He started at her voice, but answered in a low, 
hollow tone, " Nay, my Lucia, this is the last time 
— the last time I shall ever visit the resting-place 
of my wife and children. Soon shall I meet them 
in glory, and then the bitter sting of remorse will 
be no longer connected with their memories ; and 
therefore, though Claudius is not here, I will even 
now tell thee the history I promised thee, for I feel 
my time is short, and thou canst tell it to Claudius. 
It is better thus ; when he hears it from thy lips he 
will pity, and not despise me — as perhaps he would, 
if he were to learn from me the history of my sin, 
my fall." 

" He would never do that, my father," said Lucia 
warmly. "But which is my grandmother's tomb?" 

Silently Emillius pointed to the tablet on which 
his attention had been so painfully fixed ; and Lucia 
read, — 

** Lucia sleeps in the peace of Christ." 

" Did she die a martyr's death, my father ?" 

" She did not die as thy mother did, child ; and 
yet she was a martyr of Jesus — she died of a broken 
heart, and her husband was her murderer. Oh, my 
Lucia," he continued — and his voice was hoarse and 
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broken with emotion, while the words seemed to 
swell up from his heart with a great pain — " my 
beloved Lucia, how I loved thee ! and yet mine was 
the hand that struck the blow that killed thee.'* 

For a few minutes he gave way to his grief un- 
restrainedly, while Marcus looked wonderingly on, 
and Lucia interrupted not, by word or look, grief 
that she felt was too deep, too sacred for human 
sympathy to touch. So she led Marcus a little 
apart, and diverted his attention by telling him of 
the holy men to whom this dark gloomy abode had 
been home, sanctuary, and tomb. Presently Emillius 
called Lucia, and told her to sit down beside him. 

" The time is passing," he said ; ** I can begin 
my history now." And after directing her to light 
another torch (which they had brought with them) 
and place it on a stand in the wall, he commenced 
in a low but steady voice. 
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CHAPTER V. 



YOUTir. 



If there be one ihUiK )niro. 
Where all bosidu U HuUit'd ; 
That can endure 
When all else ])&88 away ; 
If there bo aught 
Surpassinff human deed, or word, or thoujrht, — 
It is a mothur's love. i^PAUAUA. 




WAS the only son of my mother, and 
she was a widow. When I was about a 
year old, towards the end of the reign of 
the Emperor Adrian, my father was killed in battle, 
leaving me the heir of his immense wealth, his un- 
tarnished honour, his noble name, under the com- 
plete control and guardianship of my mother, the 
noble Aurelia Curtia. 

" My mother ! how my old heart still warms and 
swells at that sweet name. She was one of those 
queenly women that Rome alone seems capable of 
producing — with the high spirit, the commanding 
mind, the soaring intellect, that ensures admiration 
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and respect ; yet, withal, so loving, so tender, so 
thoughtful for the happiness of others, that that 
admiration and respect quickly merges into venera- 
tion and love. But why need I attempt to describe 
her to thee, Lucia, when thou hast her living por- 
traiture every day before thine eyes in one whom 
thou lovest as a mother — the noble Camillia. Like 
her, Aurclia wanted but one thing to make her per- 
fect. Thou wilt not doubt that the guardianship 
committed to such a woman was faithfully fulfilled. 
It was not my mother's training that made me 
stumble and fall in the path of life, for, heathen 
though she was, truth and honour were her watch- 
words. I was carefully instructed in literature, art, 
and science, by the wisest and best of the philo- 
sophers of Kome, while I was as carefully taught 
to abhor the vices and luxuries which have so de- 
generated our noble nation ; for my mother was one 
of the few remaining Komans who loved to main- 
tain the ancient purity, simplicity, and severity of 
manners. 

*' Need I say that the care, the love, the tenderness 
of my mother (and yet I was never weakly indulged) 
was returned by an earnest affection, almost amount- 
ing to adoration on my part ? She was in my eyes 
a kind of demi-god, who could not do wrong ; and 
as I grew older my love for her seemed to increase, 
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and she became my trusty friend, my wise coun- 
sellor, as well as my revered mother. She never 
joined in the wide-spread indifference and incredulity 
towards the religion of her ancestors, and yet her 
pure mind shrank with horror from the vile fables 
of which their histories are composed. 

" * I believe,* she used to say, * that these tales 
are only man's inventions, therefore I will not pol- 
lute my mind with them. To be gods, they must 
be pure and holy ; I wiU, therefore, regard our gods 
as watching over the welfare of man, and with their 
might interfering in his behalf. Thus, without de- 
grading myself, can I worship the mighty Jupiter, 
the gentle Vesta, the wise Minerva.* 

" It was according to these principles I was in- 
structed in religion. My mother knew nothing of 
Christianity ; she had been told that it was a strange, 
wild, fanatic belief, and as she had met with no 
one to undeceive her, she looked upon it as such, 
and ever warned me against it as a dangerous de- 
lusion. 

** Long after, I learned that this religion of her own 
inventioti — for so I may call it — no more satisfied 
the longings of her immortal spirit, than the sight 
of the rarest jewels could appease the hunger of the 
famishing, or music delight the ears of the deaf. 
And yet she was learned in all the wisdom of the 
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ancients. She was familiar with the tenets and 
writings of the schools and philosophers in which 
Rome abounded. Socrates' maxims she admired 
greatly ; Plato's dark and mysterious theories — ^his 
gropings after truth, as I may call them — ^were her 
constant study. 

"Though she ever maintained a noble simplicity of 
dress and manners which was not then the fashion, 
her society was much sought after, and uncon- 
sciously she became the centre of a circle of friends, 
who listened to her words as to an oracle ; and her 
reputation for wisdom was such, that in times of 
doubt and difficulty her advice was often asked and 
taken with regard to public affairs. Long could I 
linger on these memories, but I must hasten on. 

** I have said that I was an only son, and yet I 
was not brotherless. My mother had a beloved 
friend, who had married about the same time as her- 
self, and who had also one son. Her husband was 
killed in the same battle as my father, and not being 
as strong, either in body or mind, as my mother, 
the news of her husband's death was poor Irene's 
death-blow, and her infant son Rosicus was left to 
Aurelia's love and care ; and so he grew up with 
me as a brother beloved. We learned from the 
same masters,, loved the same studies, played the 
same games. No pleasure was enjoyed by one with- 
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out the other participating in it ; no trouble of one 
was unfelt, uncarod for by the other. My mother 
never made any difference in her treatment of us ; 
she regarded Rosicus with as much affecticm as if ho 
wore her own son : so we were one even in her love. 

** Thus we grew up to manhood, united by such 
a strong, true affection, that we were known among 
our friends by such names as *the attectionate 
brothers,* * Damon and Pythias,' 'the inseparables,' 
* the shadows ; ' though as we advanced in years 
our opinions were not as much in unison as they 
had been in our childhood — I being ])roud and 
haughty, while Rosicus viewed everything in the 
light of his gentle, loving, and most unselfish spirit; 
but this did not interfere with our friendsliip. What 
would I give to blot out our subsequent quan*el I 

**We both, from choice, studied the law as a pro- 
fession, and standing, as we did, high among the 
wealthy (Rosicus was also rich) and nobility of 
Rome, we were soon well known and popular ; but 
made it a rule not to plead against each other. If 
we had held to this rule, I should have many sins 
less on my conscience. 

** Rosicus gained favour and applause by his high 
integrity, his steady industry and extensive know- 
ledge ; while I, inheriting my mother's talents, 
swayed public oi)inion at will by my ekxpientu^, and 
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astonished every one by my versatile talents. How 
Aurelia gloried in the popularity of her son. Do 
not think, Lucia, that I speak thus of myself in 
arrogant pride. I was given many gifts and 
talents ; oh, that I had used them better ! I now 
feel that though Rosicus had not my brilliant parts, 
he was far my superior in many things. It was 
when I was at the height of my popularity and 
fame, during the first months of the Emperor 
Marcus Aurelius's reign, that an event happened 
which completely changed the course of my life. 

"While walking one day with Rosicus, through 
the streets of Rome, our attention was attracted by 
a crowd; and on inquiring the cause, we found that 
a young maiden had been knocked down by the 
chariot of Marius, the prefect of Rome. She had 
been raised and restored to consciousness when 
we approached : her appearance and dress, though 
the latter was very plain, indicated her to be of 
high rank; and the prefect was expressing his sorrow 
at the accident, when a voice in the crowd cried, 
*It is the daughter of Lucian the Christian.' The 
prefect started. Though the edicts of Antoninus Pius 
in favour of the Christians were not yet repealed, 
every one knew that this faith would find no grace 
in the eyes of the new Emperor, of whom Marius 
was a servile servant; he therefore said, *This is 
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not true, maiden ; thou art not a Christian ! ' The 
girl threw back her veil, and though fifty years 
have passed since that day, I can remember her face 
as plainly as if I saw it yesterday. And a fair, 
gentle, lovely face it was, though now she was very 
pale, and her lips were slightly compressed ; but a 
steady light shone in her dark soft eyes as she 
replied, in a sweet yet timid voice, — 

" *Thou bast heard truth, my lord ; I am a Chris- 
tian — the daughter of Lucian the Christian.' 

" * What folly,' said Marius ; * thou art far too 
beautiful to be a Christian, and bad times are 
coming for your sect. Come, be advised by me, 
give up this fanatic belief, like a reasonable being, 
and I will ask the Emperor to ennoble thy father, 
and give thee a rich dower.' 

'* Beautiful the maiden looked as she listened to 
his words ; the bright colour rushed to her cheeks, 
the light flashed into her large eyes, as she replied, 
with a strong touch of scorn in her tone, — 

** * My father is already noble ; and if thou gavest 
us thy bouse full of silver and gold thou couldst 
not buy our faith.' 

" ' Ah ! I perceive thou art obstinate ; but take 
heed, we will yet have harder persuasions for such 
as thee than the advantages I have offered. We 
will yet destroy thee, root and branch.' 
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"All timidity was gone from the maiden's face 
and voice as she replied, — 

" * Dost thou think that thou canst fight against 
our mighty God? Our faith is divine, and thou 
canst not destroy it. The more you afflict us, the 
more will we multiply and grow.' 

" ' Thou wilt make a worthy subject for the rack, 
fair maiden, and yet I do not wish thee there ; 
thou art too good for it — but take heed, times are 
changing, and I have a good memory.' 

"And so saying, Marius drove on. 

"But the girl was not to escape so easily; the 
crowd closed around her, and question after question 
was pressed upon her with regard to her faith, 
worship, &c. She was evidently gi*eatly frightened, 
but collecting all her energy and composure, she 
answered in as few words as possible, but with 
astonishing clearness. But when from questions 
they went to rude and far from complimentary re- 
marks, not, it is true, of her (for timid girl as she 
was, she seemed to inspire respect), but of her 
faith, and of her father, who appeared to be well 
known, her eyes went round from face to face, with 
a pleading look in search of protection and assist- 
ance. 

" I at once sprung to her aid, followed by Rosicus, 
and with some diflSculty we freed her from the 
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crowd. She thanked us in a few h)W, sweet 
words, and was proceeding on her way, when a 
sudden faintness, caused by the blow she had re- 
ceived, almost overcame her. Seeing she was too 
ill to walk, we procured a chariot and brought her 
to her home ; feeling much interested in this fair 
maiden, and not less in the religion that had made 
the timid, modest girl as bold as a lion. We hoped 
to see her father, but when we reached her modest 
home (for though her family were, as she sai<l, noble, 
they were very poor), we found he wjis out, but at 
the maiden's request we promised to call again, 
that he might thank us, she said, for the assistance 
and protection we had given her. 

" Aurelia was greatly interested in our adventure, 
and, to our surprise, proposed to accompany us in 
our promised visit, as she also wished to make the 
acquaintance of the young Christian maiden. 

" Tliis was our first knowledge of a Christian 
family, and notwithstanding my mother's hoiTor of 
Christianity, she was completely won by the charm 
she found in the society of the venerable Lucian and 
his gentle daughter, and we quickly became inti- 
mate. We soon learned their history, alas ! too 
often a common one in those days. Lucian was a 
deacon of the Church of Kome, and had been a man 
of wealth as well as of high family ; but thougli, in 
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the persecutions of Adrian, he had escaped with 
life, he had lost all his possessions, at one stroke 
fallen from wealth to poverty. His wife had 
suffered a martyr's death ; ^nd now, in his old age, 
his beautiful daughter Lucia was the only flower 
left to brighten his lot, the last relic of more pros- 
perous days. And yet I have often heard him say 
that there was not a happier man in Rome. *I 
have Christ,' he used to say, *and in him I possess 
all things ; and then I have my Lucia also.' Thou 
wilt not doubt, Lucia, that these devoted Christians 
failed not to set before us the beauties and perfec- 
tions of the truth as it is in Jesus. 

" Many hours did Rosicus and I spend in company 
with Lucian discussing the gospel plan, and much 
must we have wearied him with our endless cavil- 
lings and disputings. But I loved even more to 
listen to the gentle Lucia's voice, as in glowing, 
words she spoke of Him whom her soul loved, and 
sought to lead a lost sheep to the fold. Was it the 
hope of winning this loving and lovely girl that 
made me lend such a willing ear to their teachings ? 
Was it this object that made me offer myself as a 
candidate for baptism, and adopt the name of Chris- 
tian ? My God alone knows whether my motives 
were pure; and yet, if I did deceive myself, I was 
not aware of it : my reason was thoroughly convinced 
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of the truth of Christianity, and I believe that even 
then I did receive it into my lieart in the love of it 
How terribly I fell you shall hear : it is a sad, sad 
tale I have to tell. 

" Lucian did not doubt my sincerity — it was his 
hand that admitted me into the fold, by the rite of 
baptism ; his voice that first greeted me as a brother 
in Christ. It was in this chapel, Lucia^ on the 
very spot we now sit, that the rite was celebrated ; 
and as I look on thee I could believe that the inter- 
vening time is annihilated, and that I gaze once 
more on the fair features of my own Lucia, as she 
stood near me on that night, radiant with joy and 
thankfulness at seeing the fulfilment of so much 
hope, the answer to so many prayers. Rosicus had 
always been slower than I in forming an opinion or 
decision ; but he too soon joined the Church ; and 
now our beloved mother was the only one without 
the fold. It was hard for her high spirit to come 
in utter emptiness and nakedness to Jesus, and she 
fought long against it; but before her death we 
had the happiness to know that she had fled for 
refuge to * the Rock of Ages.* The proud intellect 
had bowed before the Saviour as a little child, every 
longing of her immortal spirit was fulfilled, and her 
end was perfect peace. 

"But a year before the sad day that made us 



motherless, my dearest hopes had been realized, and 
I had gained my Lucia; while Rosicus had also 
married a sweet, young Christian girl, and had one 
son. My daughter was not bom for a year or two 
after. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



A FALL. 



lirutlier in heart and naturo too, 

Aliens in heart so soft do prove. 

One lose, the other keep, Heaven's cIua; 

One dwell in wrath, and one in love. - Kf.ui.k. 

A desperate man ; 
No thouglit of ])enitence, none of retreat; 
But in his eye a wild disastrous iire, 
Sign of the fiercer flame he nursed within. 

E. li. Hi(;kkkntktii. 




it I I ■■jOME years of calm tranquil delight fol- 
lowed these events ; their memory has 
no alloy, and I love to dwell on them. 

*' Our two families were united by the tenderest 
ties, and were in fact one. Rosicus and I had, in 
a groat measure, given up the practice of the law, 
and devoted ourselves to the study of the arts and 
sciences ; but our old love had not grown cold, we 
still delighted in each other*s company. 

** During this time many friends were added to our 
family-circle, and Justin, afterwards surnamed ' the 
Martyr,* from the circumstances of his death, was 
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a constant visitor at our house. This man, as thou 
hast doubtless heard, had endeavoured to under- 
stand aU Idnds of wisdom, had sought for happi- 
ness in all methods of human leai-ning, and had at 
length found rest and peace in the Christian faith. 
He was celebrated as being the author of the ' Ex- 
cellent Apology,' which seemed to have had a con- 
siderable effect on the candid mind of Antoninus 
Pius, and inclined him to treat the Christian faith 
leniently. Though Justin was unquestionably 
sound in fundamentals, having given up all for 
Christ, and ever yearning for the salvation of souls 
with intense earnestness, though he was full of love 
and charity to all men, and always ready, with holy 
boldness, to bring all his learning, which was great, 
and his talents, which were many, to refute the 
gross heresies and strong delusions which had, alas ! 
too soon sprung up in our vineyard ; yet I now 
see that through aU his thoughts his philosophy 
ran — and this brought to light many notions not 
altogether agreeable to the genius of the gospeL 
He was the first Christian who mixed human 
philosophy with Bible truth. Alas ! I cannot say 
he was the last. But you will hear more of him 
anon. 

" Another, whose name thou knowest, and whose 
memory thou lovest and reverest, we were also 
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honoured to reckon among our friends. I speak of 
the venerable Polycarp, the Bishop of Smyrna. He 
came to Rome, for a short season, to settle some 
question with Anieitus our bishop concerning the 
time bf observing Easter, and during this period 
many were the happy and (to some, alas ! not to 
me) profitable hours which we spent in his com- 
pany. With what love and delight did the aged 
Christian speak of the apostle, with whom he had 
been familiarly conversant, and whose particular 
expressions he could even recall ; with what wonder- 
ing adoration and glowing enthusiasm did he 
dwell on our Lord's life, his miracles, his doctrines, 
as he had heard them from the lips of those who 
went in and out with him ; and how he loved to 
teach unweariedly and constantly the precious 
truths he had been taught by them ! 

" But Polycarp found sterner work to do at Rome 
than arranging feast times. The heresy of Marcion, 
who denied the real human nature of Christ, re- 
jected the Old Testament and mutilated the New, 
was strong in the city ; the testimony and zealous 
labours of this venerable man were successfully 
employed against it, and many were reclaimed. 
Marcion then strove for a seeming coalition; and, 
meeting Polycarp one day in the street, he called 
out, ' Polycarp, own us T * I do own thee,* replied 
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the zealous bishop, ' to be the first-born of Satan.* 
Plainly does his answer show the horror with which 
he regarded this and all heresy. 

" Often did he dwell on the truth, the whole 
truth, as found in the words of Ignatius, his beloved 
friend and fellow -labourer. ' Our Lord Jesus 
Christ, who really was of the seed of David, ac- 
cording to the flesh, and bom of a Virgin ; who 
really suffered under Pontius Pilate for us, that we 
might be saved. And he truly suffered, as also he 
truly raised himself up, and not, as some infidels 
say, that he seemed to suffer.' 

*' Yes, in those days, in doctrines at least, we kept 
close to Christ ; his Godhead, Manhood, Atone- 
ment, were inestimably precious in our eyes, while 
we carefully separated ourselves from heretics, and 
beheld their views with detestation. Often, at the 
mere mention of such things, have I seen the aged 
bishop stop his ears with horror ; while, in his usual 
manner, he exclaimed, ' To what times hast thou, 
good God, reserved me ! ' Little did I think, in 
those days, that I should witness the death of this 
servant of God, as an alien and a stranger from the 
faith for which he died. 

" But I have wandered far from my own history 
in recalling the friends and companions of these 
happy days. Their only sorrow was the death of 
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my Lucia's beloved father ; who, after a long and 
useful life, was taken by the Lord of the hai-vest 
to his home, like a shock of com fully ripe. Yes, 
we had peace then, such peace as the world's glory 
and fame cannot give ; and 1 thought that my love 
for my sweet Lucia and infant daughter, and the 
enjoyment I found in the society of my Christian 
friends, and in administering to the wants, spiritual 
and temporal, of our poorer brethren, had completely 
extinguished my old ambitious longings. I was 
soon to prove that they only slept. 

** My brother had been earnestly entreated by an 
old client to come out of his retirement and under- 
take a case for him, and, as he was a friend of long 
standing, Rosicus, after some demur, consented. In 
the meanwhile, I had been requested by the oppo- 
nent, who was also a client of mine, to plead his 
cause. It was a case in which my talents would 
show to advantage, and urged on by miserable pride 
against my better judgment, against the advice and 
entreaties of my wife, I consented to take the part 
desired. When Rosicus heard of my promise, he 
was a good deal surprised, and not a little hurt, and 
he would willingly have withdrawn from his part, 
but his word was passed ; and I believe that, at the 
last, I also would have given up if I could, but it 
was impossible. 
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" But why should I dwell on the particulars of 
this miserable quarrel with the friend of my youth ; 
suffice it to say that during the trial words ran 
high between us — taunt followed taunt, recrimina- 
tion recrimination — and the affectionate brothers 
were separated for ever. We both forgot that we 
were followers of 'Him who answered not again;' 
but my sin was the greater, for I let out the 
waters, I commenced the strife. I gained the case; 
received much applause for my eloquence ; gloried 
over Rosicus ; and turned a deaf ear to Lucia, when 
she entreated me to be reconciled to my brother. 

"In the meantime, dangers thickened round the 
Christians, persecutions waxed strong, and Rosicus's 
heart melted. He came to me. ' Shall we,' he 
said, ' who once loved each other as brothers, and 
are still united in Christ — shall we be at enmity ? I 
confess I was wrong — very wrong.' 

" * We can never be brothers again,' I said ; ' that 
tie is broken for ever — go,' and I pointed to the 
door. 

" He saw that the strong man armed had posses- 
sion of my heart, and he went slowly and sadly. 
Ah, little did I think how, in after-years, these 
words would come back on memory's wings with 
such a bitter, bitter pain. 

" The storms raging around us had hitherto left our 
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house untouched, but now it came. I was dragged 
to prison, and, after a hasty mockery of a trial, was 
being led to execution, when Eosicus met me in the 
way, and with many tears and strong cries besought 
my pardon. It was once more coldly refused ; but 
when I came to the stake, God took from me my 
courage; and oh, Lucia — (his voice was so broken 
she could hardly hear) — how shall I say the words ? 
I denied my Lord, and thus saved my life. But 
how could I expect it to be otherwise ; how could 
I expect the needful grace to be given to me, a 
murderer in heart ; how could I dare to appear 
before the presence of a holy God, as a hater of my 
brother ? Yea ; now I can thank my God that, 
in his infinite mercy, he did not cut me off in my 
presumptuous sin. He had better things in store 
for me, but my hardened and rebellious heart long 
deferred their realization; and oh, what sore sorrow 
I brought on those I loved. 

" As I entered my home, the first sight I saw was 
Lucia weeping, such bitter tears ; and when she 
saw mo, olie cry burst from her full heart. * I 
would rather see thee in thy grave, my husband, 
than see thee return thus. Thank God, my father 
has not lived to sec this day.* She spoke on the 
impulse of the moment, but another reproach never 
crossed her lips ; by many winning words, by con- 
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stant loving entreaty, by an ever consistent ex- 
ample, did she seek to bring me back to my allegi- 
ance to my God ; but never by another word did 
she let me see the deep agony of her heart. 

" But, alas ! I was as the deaf adder that stoppeth 
her ear ; in my presumption I said that God had 
forsaken me in the hour of my greatest need, and 
now I would see how I could live without him. 
Yes ; I hardened my heart, I forsook my God, and 
for a time the awful sentence went forth, * Ephraim 
is joined unto idols, let him alone.' Thank God, it 
was not to be so for ever. I did not attempt to 
regain my faith in the gods of my ancestors — I knew 
it was useless — but I strove to believe myself an 
atheist, though in this, as in many other things, I 
deceived myself ; — like the fallen spirits, I still be- 
lieved and trembled. 

"The death that I, by my base denial, escaped, 
Rosicus soon met with the brave courage and steady 
composure of a man whose hopes were fixed on eter- 
nity. His bright Christian course was early finished ; 
but he had not lived in vain ; many rose up to call 
him blessed, many wept for him, but he who should 
have mourned for him as a brother was unmoved 
even by his death. A few months of lonely widow- 
hood for the young Li via followed, and then she also 
was called up higher — a prevailing epidemic left the 
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little Alexander an orphan. Lucia wished much to 
adopt him, but I would not hear of it ; I rejected 
her every argument ; even the name of my revered 
mother, and the certainty of how she would have 
acted, failed to move my resolution. So ho was 
taken possession of by some heathen relatives, who 
were glad to have the guardianship of the wealthy 
young heir. 

" How changed was our once happy home ; not 
that my wife or I loved each other less, but formerly 
we had been one in heart and purpose, now there 
was a great gulf between us. 

" Inaction was terrible to me, and to drown 
thought I once more threw myself into the whirl of 
public duties, and worked for renown as for life. I 
gained it, and still I was miserable. Yet Lucia and 
I had one joy left — our fair little dementia, with her 
bright smile and joyous spirit, was still the delight 
of our daily lives. How lovingly her mother 
watched the gradual opening of this sweet flower ; 
how proudly I saw her grow in grace and beauty, 
how fondly I traced the image of my mother in her 
childish yet stately ways. But this joy also we 
were soon to lose. My attention to my profession of 
course necessitated our living in the city, and though 
we had a large dwelling, and beautiful and extensive 
gardens, our darling grew pale, thin, and languid; 
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and the physicians we consulted said the only 
chance of saving her life was to give her a complete 
change of air and a free country life. So we went 
to our country home, which in former days had 
seemed an Eden, as perfect a paradise as could be 
found on earth. 

" But now all was changed — the solitude was 
irksome, the inaction terrible ; the studies I once 
delighted in afforded no satisfaction ; the music that 
used to relieve my literary labours now palled on 
my ear — for during this pause from the hurry and 
bustle of life, memory struck her barbed darts sharp 
and sore into my heart ; the stings of conscience 
were bitter ; the shame caused by my base apostasy 
was overwhelming. And yet, though I was indeed 
feeding on the husks, and tasting the bitters of life, 
I would not arise and go to my Father; pride 
stifled the voice of conscience, and hardened my 
heart against memory's arrows ; and flying from 
myself, I returned to the city, and once more 
plunged into the incessant turmoil of a public life. 

" My Lucia accompanied me — her love was of the 
kind that many waters could not quench, nor floods 
drown ; but we left dementia in care of a family 
with whom I had been intimate from childhood. 
There she was received as another daughter ; the 
eldest of the family, Camillia, she soon loved as a sister, 
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while in the noble Helena Septimia she found a 
second mother, but not a Christian one — they were 
all heathens — and this, as thou mayst believe, was 
a great trial to Lucia ; but I would have it so, and 
I believe, though I would not confess it oven to my- 
self, that in my heart I was glad to take her away 
from Christian influence, for the thought of my dar- 
ling growing up to despise her father as an apostate 
was tenible. 




CHAPTER VI r. 



WANDERINGS ON THE DARK MOUNTAINS. 



Full desertness, 
In sotds as conntries, lieth silent bare 
Under the blanching vertical eye-glare 
Of the absolute heavens. 

E. B. Browning. 




HUS time passed on, bringing its changes 
both small and great; and so it came to 
pass, while the country air was bringing 
roses to our dementia's cheeks, and Lucia was 
striving, by active ministrations among her poor 
Christian friends, to occupy her many lonely hours, 
and fill the aching void that her child's absence 
caused, I had once more plunged into the cold 
mysterious depths of Stoic philosophy. I was utterly 
and completely miserable ; but I tried to cheat my- 
self into the belief that I had, in accordance with a 
Stoic's duty, subdued every emotion of joy or sorrow, 
hope or fear, or even pity, and thus in approaching 
a state of apathy had advanced to perfection, and 
become a wise man. I thank my God now, that he 
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did not permit me totally to destroy those natural 
and kindly affections which are among his best gifts 
to man ; but oh, how deep had my feet stuck in the 
mire, how far had I fallen into the hole from which 
I had once been raised ! 

" Thou knowest, Lucia, that the times of which 
I am speaking were times of cruel mockings and 
scourgings, yea, of bonds, imprisonments, and pain- 
ful deaths to the Christian. Aurelius Marcus was 
a cruel enemy of the Church of God, and as there 
were many who counted not their lives dear unto 
themselves, so that they might finish their course 
with joy, the cloud of witnesses was great. Strange 
as it may appear, there was never an execution or 
burning of a Christian that I did not attend, drawn 
by some mysterious yet uncontrollable impulse. It 
was not for pleasure, for the agonies of remorse I 
suffered at such times was almost unbearable, but 
still I went again and again ; I seemed to take a 
strange delight in thus torturing myself 

" I have mentioned Justin Martyr, and said how 
in former days we grieved to see him mixing philo- 
sophy with the gospel ; now it was my lot to wit- 
ness his triumphant death — to see that, however he 
erred in judgment, he was yet in Christ, and by his 
strength had not fainted in the day of adversity. 
He had presented to the Emperor another excellent 
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and eloquent apology, which had not, however, the 
good influence his first is supposed to have had on 
Antoninus Pius, and the learned author was shortly 
after given the crown of martyrdom. I was present 
when he, with his six companions, were brought 
before the Prefect of Eome, and witnessed the calm, 
steady resolution and eloquence with which he re- 
fused to sacrifice to the gods, and defended the reason- 
ableness of his faith before the mocking heathen. 
Though every word went to my heart like sharp 
arrows, yet I stayed to see these worthy confessors 
die for their faith, rejoicing, like the disciples of old, 
that they were 'counted worthy to suffer shame 
for the name of Christ.' And then I went home 
more miserable than ever, longing, oh ! how intensely, 
to return to the God whom I had despised and denied ; 
but pride said. No, and, alas ! I listened to the evil 
counsellor. I could tell thee of many other triumph- 
ant death-scenes, but I grow weary, and must hasten 
on. 

" During these wretched years our dementia grew 
in grace and beauty, but it was not her father's 
dwelling she adorned. Whenever she returned to 
the city her health failed, and thus it came to pass 
that Helena Septimia's house became her home. I 
have said that, though I would not confess it to 
myself I was glad to separate her from Christian 
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influence, but I soon found that this separation was 
of no avail. Lucia corresponded constantly with her 
beloved child, diligently sowing the good seed in her 
young heart. And the mother was permitted to see 
the fruit of her labours. Even as a child, dementia 
was as 'a light set on a hill,' a messenger bringing 
the glad tidings to many a member of the heathen 
family with whom she dwelt. 

" But though I was not cruel enough to deny my 
gentle, loving wife this constant intercourse with her 
daughter, I would not allow dementia to join the 
Church or declare herself a Christian until she had 
arrived at the legal age to decide for herself. With 
Lucia's religion I never interfered ; gentle as she 
was, I well knew that on this point she was im- 
movable, and would willingly give up her life for 
her faith ; indeed, so well was slie known as a 
prominent and active Christian, that it required all 
my influence to guard her from a martyr's death. 
How Lucia pined for the daily companionship of 
her loved daughter I knew not until long after ; but 
she had even a deeper sorrow than this. 

*'I have said that she never reproached me; but 
how was it I did not see how, year by year, sorrow 
for my continuance in sin was gradually wearing 
out soul and body ? How was it that 1 did not 
notice, as others did, that her sweet bright smile 
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had become rarer ; that the bloom had faded from her 
fair cheek, and the light from her dark eye, and that 
her slight form from day to day became slighter ? 
No ; I saw none of these things, they were to come 
upon me with the suddenness of lightning; and yet 
she was always calmly cheerful, lovingly watchful 
to seize every opportunity to beguile me into the 
paths of peace ; but I little thought then how many 
tears were shed in secret, how much strength was 
sought in prayer, to enable her to maintain this 
cheerfulness and vigilance. 

" It was about this time that I forsook my old 
profession, having grown tired of what was once my 
delight, tired even of the continual public applause 
which followed my every action. I had become a 
favourite of the Emperor, and at his request I now 
entered the Pretorian band, and thus placed myself, 
to Lucia's inexpressible sorrow, in the ranks of the 
persecutors of the faith. And now, like Saul of 
Tarsus, I often stood by the dying Christian, con- 
senting to their death ; and though I never appre- 
hended them, or aided their tormenters, and evaded 
the numerous requests made to me to play the 
traitor, and guide the enemies to the hiding-place 
known to me in former days, yet I was in deed and 
in truth a persecutor. 

'' About a year after this.Regulus Livius, one of the 
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chief men of the city, proposed an alliance between 
his eldest son and my daughter. They were all 
heathens ; but for more reasons than one I at once 
resolved to accept it, dementia having now bloomed 
into beautiful womanhood, and resembling strongly, 
both in appearance and mind, ray mother, the noble 
Aurelia. But I was not prepared for the steady 
resistance to my wishes that I received from both 
Lucia and Clementia. The former earnestly en- 
treated me not thus to shipwreck the happiness of 
our child ; while Clementia plainly told me that not 
even to please her father could she marry a heathen, 
though she would readily promise not to give her 
hand to any one without my consent. And this I 
soon found was no empty promise ; for Alexander, 
the son of Rosicus, who had been from childhood a 
constant visitor at Helena's house, and who had 
through dementia's influence become a Christian, had 
gained her youthful affections ; but she, knowing 
well it would be useless to ask her father's consent, 
said * Nay * at once to the young soldier. 

** I was at first greatly enraged at the determined 
opposition I met with ; but when I witnessed the 
deep grief into which I had plunged both my wife 
and daughter, my heart, not yet all stone, relented, 
and I wished to cancel my promise ; but Regulus, 
infuriated at the prospect of losing a rich bride for 
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his son, at once declared that if I did not fulfil my 
pledge he would denounce both Lucia and dementia 
as Christians and despisers of the gods. I well 
knew that this was no uncommon way for the 
powerful to avenge themselves on the Christians, and 
thinking that now I had a suifficient reason for per- 
sisting in my stubborn paths, before setting out for 
Smyrna, to which place I was bound on a special 
mission for the Emperor, I sent dementia to a friend 
at a distance, and forbade her all communication 
with her mother until she acceded to my desire. 

" The evening before I began my journey I sought 
Lucia in the small west room that, as a young bride, 
she had chosen out of the multitude of apartments 
as her special property, and which it had been my 
delight to adorn with the choicest specimens of art 
and luxury that Rome could furnish or wealth pro- 
vide. She was reclining on a couch near the win- 
dow, enjoying the balmy evening air and the bright 
rays and brilliant colours of the setting sun, while 
she wiled away her long hours with the melody of 
her harp. Time had robbed her once beautiful voice 
of much of its power, but it was yet very sweet, and 
the words that I stood a moment at th^ door to 
listen to still seem to sound in my ears. Ifc was a 
song of David's, and as I approached the concluding 
verse came clear and distinct, pronounced with lov- 
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ing emphasis and steady confidence : ' Why art thou 
cast down, my soul ? and why art thou disquieted 
within me ? hope thou in God : for I shall yet 
praise him, who is the health of my countenance, 
and my God/ 

" * Yes, I will yet trust and hope in my God ; all 
is in his hands, and all must be well,' she murmured 
to herself, as her hand struck the last chord, and 
then hearing my step, she turned to greet me with 
the loving smile that was ever ready. She listened 
with lively interest to all the arrangements for my 
journey ; but I did not notice then, though I re- 
membered after, how pale and weary she looked. 

*' Presently I asked for some music, and Lucia^ 
seeing I was in a softened mood, and ever ready to 
seize every opportunity, sang a sacred song that in 
days of yore I had much loved. 

" * You used to love that song, Emillius,' she said 
at the conclusion. 

" *Thou knowest, Lucia,' I replied gloomily, *that 
I have now neither part nor lot in those things.' 

" * Thou wert happier when thou hadst, than now, 
my husband ; thy philosophy, thy power, thy fame, 
do not satisfy thee.' 

" ' It is true ; but why talk. of it? such things are 
passed from me for ever.' 

" ' Oh, say not so, dear Emillius, thou wilt yet 
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return to the God that still calls thee. There shall 
yet be joy in the presence of the angels of God for 
thee/ 

" Yes ; through these dark years my Lucia still 
clung to the hope that the lost sheep would be 
brought back to the fold ; that though the answer 
tarried long it would yet come. And although, by 
a mysterious Providence, she was not permitted to 
see it on earth, yet it did come in God's own good 
time and manner, and perhaps she knows it now. 
She now seized this opportunity to plead once more 
for dementia ; but it was in vain. I had already 
told her and my daughter that it was the only means 
of saving their lives, though they both aiffirmed that 
death was preferable ; and I now repeated the same 
thing, adding that in six months our child should be 
the young Regulus's bride. Seeing it was useless, 
she closed the conversation with these words : — 
* And during these six months I will not cease to 
supplicate, on our child's behalf, the God who turns 
the hearts of men as the rivers of water at his will.' 





CHAPTER VIII. 



CHASTENINGS. 



He waits for us while, houseless things, 
We beat about with bruisdd wings 
On the dark floods and water springs, 

The rained world, the desolate sea; 
With open windows from the prime, 
All night, all day. He waits sublime. 
Until the fulness of his time. 

Decreed from his eternity. 

Jean Inoslow. 




" "■""^^'^'^'HEN, after a long and toilsome journey, I 

reached Smyrna, I found the old city in 
strange commotion. I stopped to in- 
quire the cause, but before I had time to ask the 
question I saw the answer. Down another street 
came my former familiar friend, my venerable guide 
and instructor in former days, the aged Polycarp. 
He was seated on an ass, surrounded by soldiers, 
and treated with every mark of indignity and insult. 
I needed no one to tell me whither he was being 
led ; but before I could speak his eagle eye had 
seen and recognized me. With an imperative move- 
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ment, which his guards seemed instinctively to obey, 
he stopped before nie. 

"*Emillius/ he said, *my former friend, my 
generous host in past years, it is well ; thou art 
come in time to see how a Christian can die. I 
hear that thou hast left thy first love, hast fainted 
in the day of trial, hast strayed from the fold like 
a silly sheep, and art now wandering on the dark 
mountain of error. Yet believe me, Christ hath 
sent me this day to say, Return. Thy backslidings 
are grievous ; thy transgressions are many ; thy sins 
are multiplied ; thou hast destroyed thyself, yet I 
say unto thee. Return. In God is still thy help ; 
listen to his words, " I will heal thy backslidings, I 
will love thee freely." Fear not ; I say unto thee, 
Emillius, there is yet hope of salvation for thee. I, 
here on my way to death, challenge thee to meet 
me in heaven, bearing many bright jewels to adorn 
our Emmanuel's crown.' The guards now hurried 
him on, and almost unconsciously I followed. 

'* As one in a dream I witnessed all the succeeding 
events. I saw the venerable man calmly putting 
away the offers of life ; uncomplainingly rising when 
thrown from the chariot in which his cruel perse- 
cutors were seated ; carried amidst increasing tumult 
to the tribunal, and once more tempted by precious 
promises to forsake his Lord. I heard his noble 
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answer to the entreaties of the proconsul to reproach 
Christ — ' Eighty and six years have I served him, 
and he hath never wronged me ; and how can I 
blaspheme my King, who hath saved me.* I saw 
his countenance shine as it had been the face of an 
angel, radiant witli the peace, confidence, and joy, 
given by his God, when the proconsul reminded 
him that he had wild beasts. * Call them,' he said 
calmly. I heard the shouts that decreed him to be 
burnt alive ; I saw the fire prepared ; I caught the 
earnest, joyful words in which he returned thanks 
and praises for the great gift of the * High Eternal 
Priest, Jesus Christ, the well-beloved Son; for the 
resurrection to the life immortal ; and for the honour 
of receiving his portion in the number of martyrs/ 
I saw the fire kindled, and then I saw and heard no 
more, for strong despair and shuddering thoughts 
had seized upon me ; and after in vain raising my 
voice in the martyr's favour, no longer able to 
watch tranquilly the sufferings of him whom I still 
loved and revered ; maddened by the reproaches of 
my once more awakened conscience ; cursing bitterly 
the miserable day which had deprived me of a like 
precious faith, a like glorious death ; and with Poly- 
carp's words of rebuke and invitation yet sounding 
in my ears, I fled from the spot. 

** Many affirm that strange signs and wonders then 
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took place — the fire taking no effect on Polycarp's 
body, and such marvels ; but of these I cannot speak, 
as I was not present. With a strong effort I ac- 
complished the most important part of my mission, 
and then the strivings of a tempest-tossed mind 
threw me on a bed of sickness. Oh, that was a 
fearful time ! What I suffered as I lay there, with 
mind and body alike on the rack — with attentive 
attendants indeed, but no Lucia's hand to bathe my 
aching brow — no Lucia*s soft voice with loving 
words to soothe my distracted mind and dismiss my 
extravagant imaginations ! It was a time of thick 
darkness and despair, and for long I hovered at the 
portals of the grave ; but my God, in his infinite 
mercy, had reserved me for better things and a hap- 
pier death. I gradually recovered health and strength, 
but I did not, alas ! return to my Father and my 
God ; pride once more hardened my heart, steeled 
my conscience ; and though Poly carp's words were 
not forgotten, for a little longer I was to be *let 
alone.* 

'* During the months spent at Smyrna^ after my 
recovery, the lingering regrets I at first felt at 
making dementia marry one whom she did not love 
disappeared. Away from Lucia's softening influ- 
ence, my will became harder and sterner than ever ; 
and though the letters from Rome spoke of no yield- 
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ing, I returned home with the steady determination 
to carry my resolve at all costs. I thought Lucia 
looking pale and ill, and Camillia — who during my 
absence had been her faithful friend and loving com- 
panion — told me that she had grown much weaker. 
This made me put off from day to day the unpleasant 
task of speaking of dementia's marriage, who was 
still in the country. But one evening I summoned 
all my resolution, and in a few stem words told her 
that the preparations for the marriage should be at 
once commenced, as in a week dementia should be 
Regulus's wife. Lucia did not answer for a moment^ 
she seemed stunned; then pleadingly raising her 
dark eyes, suffused with tears, to my face, she said 
in a low, hollow tone, — 

" * And is this the end of all our hopes, aU our 
faith — the answer to all our prayers ? Hast thou 
indeed forgotten us, O our Father? Is thy hand 
thus shortened that it cannot save — is thy ear heavy 
that it cannot hear? Oh no, no; it cannot be!* 
She paused, and then went on more earnestly, more 
passionately than I ever heard my gentle Lucia 
speak before. ' Emillius, I must speak once more, 
though it be for the last time ; I must plead once 
more for my child, though it be vain. Oh, if thou 
hast any pity in tliy heart, sacrifice not thus thy 

child ; remember our own happy youthful days ; 
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remember their love, their joy ; and destroy not in 
its spring-time, by one false step, the happiness of 
thy daughter's early days. By thy love to me, by 
thy love for thy child — for, even . still, I cannot 
doubt that thou dost love us — spare us both ; ren- 
der not our lives a burden. Oh, let not thy Lucia 
plead in vain ! ' 

'' O Lucia^ my own Lucia, why did I not 
hearken unto thee ? why was I so hard-hearted ? 
why did I stifle the softening influences of thy 
words? why did I turn from thy pleading voice 
with cold, proud words of obstinacy ? Because the 
god of this world had blinded my eyes and hardened 
my heart ; but if I could have seen the fruits of my 
folly, my obstinacy, should I have acted so? I 
hardly think so ; but the future was hid from my 
eyes, and all through my life I was to suffer from 
the effects of my sin. 

" But Lucia's faith and patience were not yet ex- 
hausted. ' Thou tellest me,' she continued, * that if 
Regulus's wishes are disappointed, he will compass 
my death. But oh, how willingly would I submit 
to any death to save my child ! My Saviour hath 
destroyed its sting ; the grave is transformed into a 
bed of rest, and beyond beams a hope full of immor- 
tality.' 

" ' But, Lucia,' I said, * though you are so ready 
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to give up all earthly things, I am not quite willing 
to lose my guardian angel.' 

" ' My husband/ was the solemn, earnest reply, 
' take heed that Qod does not take from thee that 
which thou wouldst rather adore than give up.' 

" * Why, Lucia,* I said hastily, a dim foreshadow- 
ing of the future breaking in upon me, ' thou dost 
not surely feel ill V 

'* She did not answer, except by a bright heavenly 
smile, very different to her former sad expression, 
but it was quickly gone; and after a moment's 
pause, she said in a low voice, * This prayer may be 
my last request ; dost thou refuse, deny it V 

" ' I must : say no more, Lucia ; it is only giving 
us both useless pain. My word is pledged, and I 
cannot, will not break it.* And I was hastily leav- 
ing the room, when I saw Lucia fall back on her 
couch fainting. 

" Quickly calling her attendants, I waited until I 
saw her consciousness restored ; and then, fearing 
that seeing my yet beloved wife suffer (for, strange 
as it may appear, Lucia^ I still loved her as much 
as ever) might make me yield my resolution, I left 
the room, and strove, by a hasty walk in the open 
air, to still my troubled feelings, and summon to my 
aid all the arguments by whose supposed force I 
had so often persuaded myself to believe I was act- 



100 CHA8TENINGS. 

ing rightly. When I returned, in about an hour, I 
found the house in strange commotion, and filled 
with a sound of wild weeping and wailing. And 
good cause I soon found had my slaves to lament ; 
their beloved lady had been laid prostrate by a 
severe and fatal illness. Conscience-stricken, trem- 
bling, and dismayed, I hastened to her room, and 
found my worst fears realized. She was dying ; all 
the skill and wisdom of Rome could not now save 
her. Ah ! I needed no one to tell me this, as I 
gazed on her pale, sufifering face, and missed for the 
first time the bright glance of affectionate welcome ; 
while her own words, spoken only a short hour 
before, still rung in my ears — ' Take heed that God 
does not take from thee that which thou wouldst 
rather adore than give up.' He had seen fit to do so ; 
and now, where was my Stoic philosophy, my proud 
insensibility? Gone, gone, like a curl of smoke 
driven before the wind ; gone, and gone for ever ! I 
found I was not a senseless automaton, but a feel- 
ing, suffering man. Yes, at length the strong man 
armed was broken down ; and my anguish was so 
great, that it did what the skill of the physicians 
had not been able to accomplish — roused her firom 
the insensibility of suffering. The dark eyes were 
once more opened — the loving voice once more spoke, 
but low and faint. ' Emillius, my beloved ! the 
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summons home has come ! I go joyfully, gladly, 
and thou wilt follow me ; wilt thou not ? * 

"I could not answer, my joy was so great at 
once more hearing the voice I had thought silenced 
for ever; and she continued, her voice gaining 
strength with the ardour of her feelings — * My hus- 
band, my husband, thou must come ! Thou must 
not leave me alone even in heaven ! Oh I say that 
thou wilt seek the way, even Jesus — him whom 
you once knew and loved ! Thou dost not believe 
in the religion to which thou hast returiied ? I 
know thou dost not/ 

"What could I say to this appeal, but confess 
all the bitterness of heart that had consumed me 
during long years. Pride was broken down, and 
the true man spoke in the words of anguish that fell 
from my lips. ' Believe in it ! I abhor it. Yes, I 
have destroyed myself. I have forsaken the only 
true guide. I am twice dead, plucked up by the 
roots. Lucia, Lucia ! since I denied my Lord, my 
, life has been one living pain !' 

" * I knew it, I knew it,' she murmured ; 'but, 
Emillius, Jesus still waits ; his Spirit still pleads ; 
his blood still cleanses ; the Spirit and the Bride 
still say "Come." Wilt thou not return to your 
gracious God eveii now?' I knew it was wrong to 
agitate her, but the anguish of my spirit would speak. 
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" * Lucia, you know the word of your God — that 
which beareth thorns and briars is rejected, and is 
nigh unto cursing, whose end is to be burned. That 
is my fate.' 

"'Oh no, no!' she replied; but the gushing 
blood and faintness stopped her words. Yet still 
her pleading eyes were fixed on me ; and well could 
I understand what that longing look meant. But 
she soon gathered up her strength for another effort. 

" ' Emillius, thou hast not yet promised me to 
seek the way to return to the God who wiU heal 
thy backslidings ; but thou must. Thou must let 
me go home in peace, knowing that thou wilt 
follow me — ^knowing that we will meet again.' 

" * Lucia^ Lucia !' I wailed, ' I have killed thee ; 
I have been thy murderer ; I have darkened thy life 
with sorrow ! How can I foUow thee ?' 

" * No, my husband, thou art wrong ; thou hast 
not killed me. It is my loving God who calls, and 
I may not tarry even with thee.' 

" * But,' I went on, without heeding her words, ' I 
have made thy life miserable.' 

" * Nay, Emillius, not miserable ; in the darkest 
hour I have found joy in my God. True, there have 
been sorrows during this mortal life ; yet I needed 
them all, for my weak heart clung much to earthly 
blessings, earthly treasures, and my heavenly Father 
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saw I must be weaned from them. Yes/ she con- 
tinued — and though her voice was faint and low, 
such a beam of love and confidence lit up her face 
that it gave her once more the aspect of health, 
youth, and joy — *yes, all is well with me, and all 
will yet be well with thee — all well with my pre- 
cious child. A way of escape will be opened for 
her ; for this is the confidence we have in our G6d, 
" that if we ask anything according to his will, 
he heareth us." Emillius, thou wilt not now send 
thy child away from thee? Thou wilt have no 
other comforter.' 

** What made me answer my Lucia so differently 
to what I had an hour ago? — what but that my 
long-suffering God had not forgotten me, that his 
Spirit had once more begun to strive with me : * If 
she is content to stay with her wretched, guilty 
father, she shall never leave him until she wishes to 
go herself.' 

" Lucia^ thou hast read of the glory of the coun- 
tenance of those who do always behold the face of 
their God ; and if ever a human face caught a ray 
of that glory, my Lucia's did, as she listened to my 
words. But she had to thank her God before she 
answered me ; and I could hear the whispered words: 
' My God, my Saviour, how shall I thank thee ? 
Thou hast been better than my hopes — better — oh, 
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how much better ! — than my fears. Thou hast bent 
thy ear to my cries ; how shall I thank thee — and 
thou, too, my husband ? With my dying breath I 
bless thee for this grace. Thou hast made me so 
happy, surely this must be a taste of the joy of the 
redeemed ones whom I shall soon join. My heaven 
seems begun here.' 

" Exhausted, she lay still, her face yet beaming 
with the joy she called a heaven upon earth ; and 
then she slept — slept calmly, sweetly, like a wearied 
infant. 




CHAPTER IX. 



UNREST AMIDST REST. 



"Weep not for her, for she hath crossed the river ; 
We almost saw Him meet her on the shore, 
And lead her through the golden gates, where never 
Sorrow or death can enter any more. 




NXIOUSLY I watched that slumber, 
hoping that as she slept she might yet 
do well ; but it was not to be, and 
death was stamped on her sweet face when she 
awoke. 

** ' dementia, my precious child, would I could 
see thee once more,' were her first words. And 
when I told her that I had anticipated her wishes, 
and sent a trusty and swift messenger for our 
daughter, that look of perfect happiness again illu- 
minated her features. * I have my own Emillius 
again,* she murmured. She was too weak to talk, 
and that long agonizing night passed in pain and 
weariness, but perfect peace, on her part ; in bitter 
anguish and thick darkness on mine. Ah, well I 
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recollect, through all her suflferings, how lovingly 
she watched me, and how she strove, by requesting 
me to read to her words of holy writ, to impart ta 
me her own happy faith and holy joy. But that 
was not yet to be ; my God saw fit to wound his 
rebel sorer still, to plough up yet deeper the fur- 
rows of my stubborn heart. I was yet for a little 
while to wander in thick darkness, to grope along 
under the shadow of death. 

" I had sent for the wisest and most skilful 
physicians of Rome, and they all declared that they 
could not save her. My daughter, I cannot, even 
at this distance of time, dwell upon these hours of 
anguish ; they will never lose their sting until we 
meet before the throne ; but I do love to dwell on 
the loving, holy words that are treasured as precious 
jewels in my memoiy. When the first rays of 
light told us that that long weary night had come 
to an end, she asked me to open the window, that 
she might once more see the glory of the rising sun. 
As she watched the first streaks of rosy light gild- 
ing the tops of the hills of Rome, and then as the 
sun burst forth flooding the earth with its glory, 
filling the heavens with its splendour, and rejoicing 
as a strong man to run a race, she said — * How often 
in hours of darkness and dreariness have I watched 
that sun arise, and how often at the same time has 
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the Sun of Righteousness arisen in my hearty with 
healing in his wings ; how often has he dispelled 
nature's darkness, and made me to rejoice even in 
tribulation ! And now, glorious sun, faithful re- 
minder of my God's love, patience, and long-suffering 
to the children of men, I bid thee farewell ; I shall 
never see thee rise again ; soon after — perhaps before 
— thy daily course is run, and thou sinkest to rest, 
I shall also be at rest ; I shall also shine forth like a 
sun in the kingdom of my Father, or rather lost in 
the glory for which he has prepared me; I shall 
rest in love and adoration at my Saviour's feet, 
freed from all the trials of life ; I shall rejoice in 
the King's palace, where I shall see his beauty, and 
join my voice to the song of praise and shout of 
triumph that ascendeth ever from the great congre- 
gation.' 

"Anxiously we waited dementia's arrival. I 
knew she could not reach Rome before evening, and 
trembled lest the vital spark should not linger so 
long. But Lucia never doubted ; her faith never 
failed. * I shall live to see dementia,' she said 
again and again. It was now for the first time 
that she told me, in the low broken tones of weak- 
ness, the history of the attachment between de- 
mentia and Alexander, and begged, if I found him 
all that I could desire, at some ftiture time not to 
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doom him to disappointment. * But not yet, not 
yet/ she continued ; * dementia is too young to 
marry yet.' I could deny her nothing now, and 
promised to fulfil her wishes ; nor when Alexander 
called to inquire for her whom he had always loved 
as a mother, did I refuse to admit him. As no 
son could have sorrowed more, so could no mother 
have taken a more affectionate farewell than Lucia 
did of this young man. ' I have ever loved thee, 
Alexander/ she said, * for thy beloved father and 
mother's sake as well as thy own ; and now my 
last prayer for thee is, that thou mayest be enabled 
to war a good warfare, strong in the Lord and in 
the power of his might, that he may give thee in 
this life, if it be his will, the desire of thy heart, 
with health, peace, and prosperity, and bring thee 
at length to his eternal mansions, where we shall 
all meet at last and for ever.' 

" Soon after this she slept some hours, and when 
she awoke the sun was sinking low in the heavens ; 
the dews of death were gathering thick on her brow, 
and dementia had come. I cannot describe that 
last agonizing interview, when the dying was the 
only calm one, as with faltering voice and failing 
breath she spoke words of love and comfort, and 
strove to strengthen and cheer those whom she was 
leaving. And never shall I forget the joy that was 
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expressed in her tones, as she told dementia that 
their prayers on her behalf had been heard and 
answered ; but dementia could not think of or 
rejoice at anything now that she was losing her 
beloved mother. 

" The day had been intensely hot, hot even to 
suffocation in our marble halls, but when the cool 
breezes of the evening rose, they seemed for a time 
to revive our precious one, and for the last time she 
was placed by her favourite window, to watch, as 
of old, the setting sun ; and then, as the moon shone 
in her brightness, and the starry host came out 
one by one, she said, * If our God has made this 
world so glorious; if his footstool is adorned by 
such radiant jewels, what must be the magnificence 
that surrounds his throne ; if the outer veil of his 
temple is so beautiful, what must be the splendours 
of his shrine ? And I am going to this world of 
light ; I shall dwell in the unveiled presence of the 
glory of God, and joy in the sunshine of his coun- 
tenance, walk by the rivers of the water of life, and 
taste of the tree of life. And all this joy, this 
blessedness for me, for me : " surely he doth keep 
the feet of his saints ; he raiseth up the poor out of 
the dust, and lifteth up the beggar from the dung- 
hill, to set them among princes, and make them 
inherit the throne of glory." ' 
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" * Lucia^ Lucia/ I said, * what would I not 
give to have thy faith, thy joy, thy confidence !' 

" * And thou shalt have it yet, Emillius — I know 
thou wilt ; for this is the confidence that we have 
in our God, " that if we ask anything according to 
his will, he heareth us." Oh, how I love these 
words ; they fall upon my ear as musically as the 
strain of a sweet song — so sweet that I sometimes 
wonder if the song of the redeemed can be sweeter. 
Yes, assurance is a great gift, a source of never- 
ending joy ; and thou shalt have it yet, my hus- 
band, we shall all yet meet in heaven, dementia^ 
my darling, thou knowest the way of truth ; thou 
wilt lead thy father to the paths of peace and joy. 
I charge thee, meet me not in heaven without him ; 
be his comforter, he will need thee, be aU to him 
that I would.* Through fast-flowing tears dementia 
gave the promise. * God ever bless thee, my dar- 
ling,' the mother went on, ' and give thee every 
happiness in this life that is good for thee ; let the 
thought that thou hast never given thy mother 
ought but joy comfort thee when thou moumest for 
me. God grant that when thine hour of death 
comes, thou mayst have an anchor of the soul as 
sure and steadfast as I have ; there is not one cloud, 
one doubt — my sky is as clear, calm, and bright as 
that starlit heaven. I rest upon my Saviours 



UNRE8T AMIDST REST. Ill 

merits, as confident of eternal happiness as if I already 
stood in the courts of the Lord. I have not even 
a doubt for thee, Emillius ; thou wilt, I know, be 
brought back to thy God, and shall yet know much 
of the happiness that, even in the day of this our 
weary pilgrimage, makes his saints shout aloud for 
joy. Truly I am redeemed of the Lord, am em- 
braced in the arms of everlasting love. How excel- 
lent is thy loving-kindness, my God I With thee, 
indeed, is the fountain of life, and in thy light shall 
I see light.' 

** You must not think, Lucia, that my Lucia was 
able to say all this at once. It was spoken at inter- 
vals, with struggling, failing breath, and was truly 
the utterance of a heart that must tell its joy, that 
would speak of the faithfulness and love of her 
God. 

" *What a tender God is mine,* she said, after 
dementia had bathed her brow with fragrant 
essence; * surely my cup runneth over. My hus- 
band coming back to his God, my child saved. Oh, 
I have been a poor, silly, wayward sheep, ever ready 
to munnur at his dealings ; now I can see a bless- 
ing in every cloud, a mercy in every thorn : and 
when I stand before the throne, what shall I then 
not know and see ! then shall I indeed sing with full 
heart, that all the works of the Lord are right, and 
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his ways past finding out ; for then, and not until 
then, shall I know how much I owe to the good 
hand of my God upon me.' 

" Her eyes grew brighter, her voice stronger, as 
the night advanced ; but we saw the king of terrors 
was fast approaching, yet he had no terrors for her. 
And as I wiped her damp brow, she said — * I am 
almost at home ; I knew I should not live to see 
another day : but I am going to the land where the 
sun shall no more go down, neither the moon with- 
draw itself, for the Lamb is the everlasting light, 
and God its glory. My beloved husband, may our 
Lord Jesus Christ, and God, even our Father, who 
hath loved us, and given me everlasting consolation 
and good hope through grace, comfort your heart, 
and establish you in every good word and work. 
And now, both my beloved ones, I leave thee unto 
him who is able to keep thee from falling, and to 
present thee faultless before the presence of his 
glory with exceeding joy.' She paused to gather 
strength, and then said — ' Join me in my last hymn 
of praise;' and her voice swelled and fiUed the 
room as she uttered her last words of earthly adora- 
tion. * To the only wise God, our Saviour, be glory 
and majesty, dominion and power, both now and 
for ever. Amen.' 

" The song that now echoes through the arches 
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of heaven was never again to be repeated on earth. 
She lay for a few more moments gazing upwards, 
her face beaming as if she had caught a glimpse of 
the glory of the unseen world ; and then, with one 
look of intense love at us, one look that spoke the 
love she could not utter, she waved her hand up- 
ward, and with the words, spoken in a tone of rap- 
ture, ' Life ! life ! for evermore — come, come all,' 
her happy spirit slipped away, and stood in the 
presence of him whom having not seen she loved. 

** In the dark days that followed, faithfully and 
lovingly did my daughter strive to fulfil her pro- 
mise to her beloved mother. Hiding and restraining 
her own grief, she sought to comfort me, and lead 
me to the Healer. But this work was beyond her 
power. I felt I was my Lucia's murderer. I had 
loved strangers, and I thought there was no hope for 
me, no more sacrifice for sin, but a fearful looking 
for of judgment and fiery indignation. I dared to 
set a bound to God's love and forgiveness, and long 
*was I to smart under the hardest of all school- 
toasters — the law. And now nothing seemed to 
•weigh more on my conscience than the thought of 
toy conduct to Eosicus. My eyes were indeed 
opened to the enormity of my sins, but not to the 
power of the Cleanser. 

** We laid the beloved and loving Lucia to rest 

(2»o) 8 
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amidst the tears and lamentations of many friends, 
both rich and poor, but their grief had no sting in 
it as mine had. After this I found that I could 
not stay in scenes that reminded me every hour of 
my lost one, and I determined to join the army in 
a remote part of the Boman world, hoping that 
change of occupation and scene would bring peace 
to the troubled conscience. And yet it was a vain 
hope, as I was still turning from the only source of 
peace and comfort. 

" Earnestly did dementia request to be allowed 
to come with me, but this was of course impossible ; 
and thinking, nay, almost hoping, that I might 
never return, I fulfiUed Lucia's last request, and 
made two youthful hearts very happy, by giving 
my consent to my child's marriage with the young 
soldier. I waited to witness the simple Christian 
ceremony, to settle upon dementia an ample for- 
tune, and establish her in the old paternal home — 
the home under whose roof Rosicus and I had dwelt 
as brothers — and then, having received as her last 
gift a roll of the Gospel of St. John, copied by 
Lucia's own hand, I set out on my journey to 
Gaul, attended only by one faithful and devoted 
servant. 

" I will not dwell on the history of the next five 
years, when I wandered up and down, seeking rest 
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and finding none ; suffice it to say, that though 
seeking after God, I was yet walking in darkne'ss, 
yet in the gall of wickedness and in the bond of 
iniquity. To my other sins I now added that of 
doubting God's sure word of promise. I needed yet 
harder stripes of the rod to drive me to the shelter 
of the Eock of Ages. 




CHAPTER X. 



THE SHEPHERDS ROD. 



I am alone on this moaning sea, 

Alone, alone on the wild wide sea ! 

Only God stands bj in the dark by me. 

But his silence is worse to bear than the moan 

Of the dreary waters that will not stay ; 

And I am alone — ay, toorse than alone, 

For Qod stands by and has nothing to say ! 

B. M. 

The bitter first, and then the endless sweet ; 
The hard, rough way, and then the golden floor ; 
The fiery furnace, then nor sun nor heat ; 
The cross, and then the crown for evermore. 

Bayhtes. 




JNG this time, the intercourse by- 
letter with my daughter was of neces- 
sity not frequent; but when I heard 
from her, she ever spoke of continued and increasing 
happiness ; her cup, she said, ran over, the only 
bitter drop was the thought of her yet beloved 
father wandering about the world comfortless and 
desolate. *I often think,' she once wrote to me, 
* of my precious mother's parting words ; surely the 
blessing of the righteous has descended upon me and 
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mine, and hitherto we have been graciously pre- 
served from the storms of persecution raging aroxmd 
us. Our God has hid us in the hollow of his hand, 
and kept us as the apple of his eye. And as he 
has fulfilled the blessing, so will he also honour her 
faith and accomplish the desire of her heart regard- 
ing thee, my beloved father ; he will yet let thee 
taste joy and peace in believing.' It was thus that 
dementia never forgot her mission, but what she 
could not do in her life she was to do in her death. 

" It was not long ere I received another letter, 
telling me that the young people's cup of happiness 
had now been filled to overflowing by the birth of a 
daughter. ' I will call her by my mother's name,' 
dementia wrote ; * and she shall be a second Lucia 
to thee, my father. Wilt thou not now come home, 
that she may learn to love thee? thou hast not 
found peace in thy wanderings ; now come and see 
if we cannot, in a happy home, impart to thee of 
our own joy and comfort.' 

" I could not resist this appeal, and as the legion 
to which I belonged had been ordered to Rome, I 
did not as at other times exchange with any one 
else, but accompanied it to the capital. I had not 
annoxmced my arrival, and consequently when I 
reached the old home I found it deserted — dementia 
being in the country with Camillia^ and Alexander 
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absent in the north of Italy on a confidential mission 
for the emperor. The slaves greeted their old 
master with loud exclamations of joy, but I could 
not endure the sight of the familiar dwelling lonely 
and deserted, and soon wandered out to see if I 
could meet any old friends. As the popular pleader, 
and later the favourite of the emperor, I had had 
many Mends, and I soon foimd that I was not for- 
gotten. 

" As I was conversing with one and another, I 
saw Regulus Livius the elder — of whom thou hast 
heard before— approaching me, and greeting me in 
haste, he thus spoke : * I have just heard of thy 
arrival, Emillius, and am glad of it, as I much need 
thy help. Thou hast heard of the famous robber, 
Romilus, whose capture has been entrusted to me, 
but he has hid himself in the Catacombs, of whose 
secret recesses I know nothing. I am well aware 
that thou art not so ignorant — wilt thou, therefore, 
oblige me by becoming our guide V I at first coolly 
and decidedly refused ; but when he, knowing the 
cause of my denial, assured me that it had nothing 
whatever to do with the Christians, and entreated 
me as a personal favour to accompany him, I no 
longer refused, having first assured myself that the 
part indicated as the place of secretion, though once 
used by the Christians as a chapel, had been forsaken 
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for a more inaccessible spot. I did not notice then, 
but I remembered afterwards, the smile of triumph- 
ant scorn that passed over Regulus's face as I con- 
sented to be his guide. A strange mysterious awe 
weighed on my spirits, as, at the head of a warlike 
band, I wound my way through the damp, dark 
galleries ; but as it was the path that I had often 
trod in days of yore in company with Lucia, Rosicus, 
and Livia, I did not wonder at my sadness — I had 
no presentiment of the dire calamity that was about 
to overtake me. It was to the spot where we now 
sit that I desired to find my way. The last time I 
stood there was when my beloved Lucia had been 
laid * dust to dust, ashes to ashes.* On a very dif- 
ferent errand I now came. 

." With my mind full of such thoughts, I was fast 
approaching the place, when a well-known voice, 
fiill, rich, and sweet, echoing through the vaulted 
galleries, fell on my ear. There were other voices, 
but this one only I heard, as it rose and soared 
above the rest. Alas ! I knew it too well. None 
but one — and that my Lucia's child — could be that 
sweet singer. With fast throbbing heart, I turned 
to Regulus : * This is not what thou seekest — we 
must go another way.' 

" * Nay, verily,' replied Regulus, with that same 
scornful, triumphant smile; *we have come upon 
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a full nest of the Nazarenes, and will not so easily 
let them go.' 

" * Regulus!' I cried in agony, * art thou a man of 
honour?' 

" * I have taken a lesson on keeping promises from 
thee,' was the bitter reply ; *now is my turn for re- 
venge.' 

'^In a moment I saw it all. By some means he 
had discovered the presence of my child at the even- 
ing worship, and not knowing the way himself, with 
diabolical cruelty he had caused me to be his guide, 
and thus satisfied his revenge; for once in the hands 
of the authorities, he well knew what the fate of 
my daughter would be — cruel and terrible enough 
to satisfy even his revengeful spirit. 

" He pushed me on, and in another momen^ I 
stood in sight of the devoted Christian company, and 
saw that my ears had not deceived me. It was in- 
deed my daughter who stood at the font, with her 
white-robed babe in her arms, all unconscious of 
approaching danger, her fair face beaming with joy 
at being permitted to bring her child to be blessed 
in the name of the Lord. True, the fair girl had 
bloomed into the noble woman, the dignified and 
graceful matron ; but it was still the dementia who 
had been our joy in her early days, my tender com- 
forter in liours of sorrow. A sudden thought struck 
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me — I might yet save her, knowing the passages 
so well ; and before any one knew of my presence, 
I had drawn my astonished daughter aside, and with 
one word commanding silence, was hurrying her 
down a side passage. A few more steps and we 
should have plunged into unknown galleries, and all 
would have been welL But it was not to be. 
Begulus soon missed her whom he was most anxious 
to secure ; and his soldiers, ready instruments of his 
cruel will, pursued and seized her. What could I 
do single-handed against so many ? — and overcome 
with anger and sorrow, I accompanied my poor 
child as she was led captive by her exulting enemies. 
Yet no impatient word crossed her lips, no cloud of 
anger darkened her brow, as rudely and roughly she 
was torn from my protecting arms; only one word 
she murmured as she pressed her child closer to her 
breast — 'Sweet babe, thou wilt soon be motherless; 
and my poor husband.' 

" A few fellow-captives had dementia; but some 
one had had the presence of mind to extinguish the 
light, and thus in the sudden darkness many had 
escaped. The prisoners were quickly led to prison ; 
and my Clementia^ who had never known a privation 
or a hardship, was lodged in a narrow cell, bare of even 
common necessaries. The only grace I could obtain 
for her, was that her infant was allowed to remain 
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with her. I had little hope that I could do aught 
to save her ; but this did not prevent me pleading 
as for life with all who could influence her fate. 
But I soon found that, during my five years' absence, 
I had lost much of my old power. The emperor's 
ear was deaf to my cries. Regulus's star was every- 
where in the ascendency — his will law. I had 
thought I had known sorrow in its fiiUest and com- 
pletest meaning, but I now found that I had yet to 
learn to spell, with woe and tears, many letters in that 
word. The bitterest part was, that it was I myself 
who had brought on my child this dreadful fate ; 
and at times — even to this day — to my morbid fancy 
it appears to me that I was her murderer ; and in 
the light of my own agony, I saw how great was 
my sin against others, whom I had often made to 
suflfer in the same way ; not that I had ever been 
an active persecutor, but by going hand in hand 
with those who were, I had been partaker in their 
sin, their gmlt. 

**It was not until I found that all my efforts to 
save her were vain, that I visited dementia in her 
prison. As I entered, she rose to greet me with a face 
bright with joy. * I have been awearying to see thee, 
my father,' she said ; * why didst thou not visit me 
before ? It is a poor reception-room I possess, but 
the King of kings has deigned to abide here with 
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his servant, and thou wilt not despise it. I did not 
think to introduce thy little Lucia to thee in such a 
place as this,' she continued, placing her smiUng, 
blooming babe in my arms; 'but she wiU be now even 
more thine own. Thou must love her both for me 
and thee.* Thou wert at this time, Lucia^ about six 
months old, and, as I have said, a smiling, blooming 
creature, bearing even then such a striking likeness 
to my own Lucia, that I loved thee with no com- 
mon love the moment my eye fell upon thee. But 
I could not then think even of thee, I could think 
of none but my child. With what tenderness and 
love did she strive to soothe my grief, to remove my 
self-accusation, as in despair I styled myself her 
destroyer ; with what calmness she listened to my 
mournful words, as I told her I could do nought to 
save her! 

" * I did not expect it, my father,* she said, in that 
low, calm voice that fell like soothing music on my 
troubled spirit, 'I knew that thou and I have 
enemies who desire revenge, and that I could not 
escape from their hands. And if it were not for 
thee, my husband, and my babe, the death-warrant 
would bring nought but joy. To be called so early 
to my Father's home, to be given the crown of 
martyrdom, I would count nought but blessing, if I 
had not to leave those I love desolate ; but that my 
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God will supply all their need, be far more to them 
than I ever could be, I cannot doubt ; and thus I 
am kept in perfect peace — ^nay more, in unchanging 

joy.' 

**It was thus I ever found her, when day after 
day I visited her piison. Her mind was stayed on 
her God — and therefore her peace was as a river, 
her calm steadfast joy unclouded. She had but two 
wishes — one was to see her beloved husband once 
more, but even this she was content to leave in her 
God's hands, confident that, if good for her, her 
desire would be granted ; the other, to see me re- 
joicing in God her Saviour before she departed this 
life. Often did she reason and plead with me, 
striving to dispel my gloomy fears, and urging me 
to come with my load of sins and doubts to him 
who was able to save. But her words seemed to 
me only as a sweet song — a pleasant dream of joy 
and comfort that was not for me. I could not be- 
Ueve that such guUt as mine could be pardoned— for 
me I felt there was no hope. It was presumption, 
I thought, to think of mercy or peace. I thank God 
I had yet to learn that my presumption consisted in 
daring to doubt God's word, in refusing to receive 
his unspeakable gift. 

" Calmly did dementia set her house in order, 
cheerfuUy did she prepare for what she always 
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called her journey. * It may be a dark journey/ she 
would say ; * nay, I am sure it will be dark and 
trying to the mortal flesh ; but shall I tremble with 
such a loving Guide, such a strong Arm to lean on ? 
Shall I not rather, in the strength of my God, walk 
through the valley of the shadow of death and fear 
no evil?' Camillia, her loving sister-friend, had at 
once hastened to her beloved dementia^ to comfort 
her with her sympathy and love. To her care, until 
the father's return, was left the little Lucia ; and in 
sore grief she promised ever to watch and tend her 
with a mother's love. 

" A few days later, the desire of dementia's heart 
was accomplished by the unexpected return of Alex- 
ander, who had — notwithstanding his Christian pro- 
fession, which he never sought to conceal — risen 
high in the army. He arrived to find his loved 
wife in prison, and though the sentence of death was 
not yet passed, with no hope of release. They were 
allowed one interview; and very precious, though 
mournful to them, were these last hours of earthly 
intercourse. Yet a bright hope of eternal reunion 
lit up the cloud of sorrow that hung over them. 
They did not then think it would be their last meet- 
ing on earth — but so it proved. The same night 
Alexander joined the company of Christians in their 
evening worship ; and the inscription on the waU 
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tells you, Lucia, the rest of this sad tala A party, 
led by our bitter enemy, again found their way to 
the Catacombs. The Roman soldier was found on 
his knees ; and for this offence was at once, without 
even the mockery of a trial, led away to execution. 
I was not present, and knew nothing of what was 
happening ; but one who was, told me that he died 
rejoicing that he was counted worthy to suffer 
shame for the name of Christ, and full of bright 
hopes of meeting dementia in glory. 

" This was a new stroke for me. It had ever 
since Lucia's death been my fond dream to atone for 
my base conduct to Rosicus, by constant kindness 
to his son. But he was gone also. But if it was 
a stroke to me, what was it to dementia ? I never 
knew how I told her; but when the sad truth broke 
upon her, she seemed stunned. Yet it was only for 
a moment. * I thought we were going to be parted 
for years — but now it will only be for a few daya 
It would be hard to live without him — harder even 
than to leave him,; and now I need do neither. 
Surely our God is a God of very tender mercy and 
great compassion to his weak sinful children. But 
• may that tender God have mercy on thee, my 
precious blooming blossom,' she continued, taking 
her babe, who was calmly sleeping by her side, into 
her arms ; * thou wilt soon be doubly orphaned, and 



^ 
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yet I believe that the child of so many prayers wiU 
not be left desolate. Thou, dearest father, must 
supply Alexander's place, and Camillia will fill mine; 
but thou must do what, alas 1 my beloved friend 
cannot do — thou must guide her infant steps in the 
way of life, thou must teach her to live the life of 
faith, that we may together live the life of glory 
hereafter/ 

" * How shall I teach her that which I do not 
know myself, dementia?' I answered, gloomily. 

" *My father,* she replied, *thou dost know it^ if 
thou wouldst only accept the great salvation offered 
to thee. But I know that thou wilt yet do so. 
Our God is faithful. We have asked, and we shall 
yet have an abundant answer in peace. Thou wilt 
yet be an honoured member of the Church on earth ; 
thy talents will once more be laid at the foot of the 
cross; and thou wilt join us in heaven, bearing many 
bright gems to adorn Emmanuel's crown. I dreamed 
of thee last night, my father,* she continued, and 
her voice grew dreamy and her eyes misty, as if she 
were reading a far-off vision ; * I saw thee wending 
thy way, weary and heavy-laden, through much 
affliction, to the foot of the cross ; and before Him 
who was nailed thereon, I saw thy heavy burden 
fall and disappear. I saw thee rise, strong in the 
Lord and in the power of his might. I heard the 



128 THE shepherd's ROD. 

words by which thy. mission was declared — " Go 
thy way, a chosen vessel, to bear my name before 
the Gentiles and kings ; " and then in spirit I fol- 
lowed thee over the wide world. I saw thee go 
forth, leaning on thy God, conquering and to con- 
quer — I saw thee arouse the sleeping; raise the 
falling ; cheer the doubting ; help the weak ; bear 
the glad tidings of great joy to many nations, king- 
doms, and tongues — I saw years pass on — I saw 
thee followed by the love, the devotion of thy chil- 
dren in Christ — I saw thee cherished by fond 
hearts — I saw thy white head crowned with glory 
and honour. And then the vision faded from my 
eyes — I awoke ; and behold it was a dream ! And 
yet I hope — nay, am sure — that some of it will 
come true.' And once more she pleaded with me 
in those earnest loving words that still live in my 
memory. 




* 



CHAPTER XL 



TWO HAVENS GAINED. 



Home ! home I she oried ezultingly ; 
Death is a glorious birth ! 

Kind hearts are there ; yet would the tenderest one 

Have limits to its meroy : Ood has none. 

And man's forgiveness may be true and sweet, 

And yet h% stoops to give it : more complete 

Is love that lays forgiveness at thy feet, 

And pleads with thee to raise it ; only Heaven 

Moans crowned, not vanquished, when it says " Forgiven ! " ' 

A. A. PROOT£B. 




t< m^m^B^rjy ^^ ^^^ 2^g^ ^^^^ J QQinmuned alone 

with this sweety bright spuit. Next 
day she was led to the judgment-hall, 
and arraigned as a common criminal. Gladly would 
I have given all my wealth to save her : but it was 
useless ; her implacable enemies would not even 
allow the counsels I had provided to plead her 
cause, and the day of her trial was so carefully 
hidden that it was by the merest accident I dis- 
covered it. 

" With beating heart and trembling limbs 1 has- 

(236) 9 
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tened to the judgment-hall ; and there> amidst a 
group of the despised and persecuted Christians, 
stood my beloved child. A strangely-mournful and 
yet deeply-interesting sight was that little company 
of noble confessors for the God whom they loved. 
Yet I felt as if I saw but one of them ; and that 
was the noblest, the fairest, the youngest — my own 
loyed child. As her eye met mine, she smiled with 
such a look of perfect peace — nay, more, of high 
and heavenly triumph — that the storm of grief and 
rage seemed hushed. That smile appeared for a 
moment to link all the discordant chords of life 
into a perpetual peace: — to soothe ray fevered spirit 
with a touch of infinite calm. How lovely she 
looked as she stood at the bar of judgment, with 
the air rather of a queen than a criminal, and so 
strikingly like the dead that I could believe I saw 
once more the noble Aurelia, the revered mother of 
Day youthful days. It was the same graceful, 
majestic form ; the same serene, lofty brow ; the 
same expressive eyes, so calmly, deeply blue ; the 
same speaking mouth, so firm, yet kind ; and the 
same rich auburn hair. And yet, though all these 
were the same, there was one difference that my eye 
quickly marked — it was not quite Aurelia's own 
self. A look of perfect peace, as I said before — 
infinite peace, perfect rest — dwelt in the calm eyes, 
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and was spread over all the features, that Aurelia's 
face in days of yore, when she was vainly seeking 
for happiness in earthly things, had never known. 
But ah 1 well I knew from whence that look came. 
It came from the depths of a happy soul, a rejoic- 
ing heart — a heart at peace with God. 

" As the noblest and most distinguished of these 
sheep led to the slaughter, dementia's accusers 
came forward first. Of course, Regulus was the 
principal. He accused her of speaking of the Em- 
peror with contempt and disrespect ; of countenanc- 
ing a conspiracy against his life ; of despising the 
gods of her country ; and, above all, of being 
found in the very act of worshipping the hated 
Nazarene. Being allowed no counsel, calmly and 
steadily she answered for herself. Indignantly she 
denied the calumny of conspiring against the Empe- 
ror, and even of speaking of him with contempt or 
disrespect. 

" * It is not thus,' she said, ' that we have 
learned of our God and Saviour, who has taught us 
to give fear to whom fear, honour to whom honour, 
is due. But,' she continued, with undaunted 
courage, ' freely and unreservedly do I confess — nay, 
glory in the confession — that after the way you 
call heresy, so I worship the Lord my God, who 
made heaven and earth, the sea^ and all things in it.' 
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" * We come not here/ replied the judge, * to 
inquire into the mysteries of your faith, but to com- 
pel you to honour our prince, and do sacrifice to 
our gods/ 

" * I do honour Caesar as the governor, appointed 
by divine authority, to reign over us ; but to the 
one and only true God can I offer prayer and 
praise/ 

"It was thus, with many fair words, they sought 
to entice her ; and it was thus that, strong in the 
strength of her God, with meekness and wisdom 
that astonished all who heard her, she answered. 
At length, finding all his efforts vain, the judge 
told her that if she did not at once swear by the 
genii of the Emperor, and offer sacrifices to the 
gods, he would order her to be tortured. 

" ' It is well,' she answered, calmly ; ' I am 
ready/ 

"I believe that even the judge, hardened as he 
was by constant scenes of suffering, was touched for 
a moment by the calm, bright face of the young 
and lovely creature he was condemning to such tor- 
ture. 

" ' Thou little knowest,' he said, * what thou 
hast to endure, and it is not yet too late to repent.' 

" ' Yea^ I know well what I have to endure. I 
know it will be cruel pain, hard for flesh and blood 
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to bear ; but I also know ' — and the glad tones of 
her voice thrilled through many a heart — ' that it 
is only the flesh thou canst touch, for I am bound 
in the bundle of life with the Lord my God. I am 
a sheep of the fold, and can never perish, nor can 
any pluck me out of my Saviour's hand ; and I 
count it a high honour to be deemed worthy to 
suffer shame for my Master's sake.' 

" *Thou art a bold heretic for one so young. 
Where didst thou learn it ? ' 

" *From one who now knows the truth of all 
she taught me — from my beloved mother, now in 
glory.' 

" *But thou hast a young child, and a father 
who loves thee. Dost thou not wish to live for 
their sakes ? ' 

" * If it were my heavenly Father's will. But 
he can be far, far more to them than I can ; and I 
go to join my husband and my mother.' 

" * Thou art truly a hardy infidel. For the last 
time I give thee thy choice — sacrifice to the gods, 
or die a death of agony on the rack.' 

" * The death of what thou callest agony, for me, 
yea, for me, this glorious but fiery path to my crown 
and kingdom.' 

" As she was led past me, for one brief moment 
I clasped her in speechless grief to my heart. 
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'• * God coinfort thee, my father/ she said. ' The 
way to my home seems rough to thee ; but to me 
it is all peace, perfect peace.* 

" Lucia^ I wiU not harrow thy feelings by 
describing thy mother's agonies. Thou hast heard 
of the sufferings of the saints ; thou knowest the 
meaning of the word * tortured ; * and that tells 
thee all. I stood by her, and listened to the words 
of praise and irrepressible joy which, in the midst 
of her fiery trial, dwelt on her lips. Yea^ so great 
was her faith that she seemed not to heed the pain, 
while the joy and confidence given by her God 
burst forth in songs of praise ; and not one groan of 
pain, not one murmur of impatience, could the cruel 
ingenuity of her enemies make her utter, and only 
in words of prayer for her persecutors did she reply 
to their taunts. 

" Her last words were addressed to me, when the 
loving blue eyes, that had gazed so often and so 
tenderly at me, as if feeling my sorrows and anguish 
more acutely than her own • agonies, were growing 
dim with approaching death, and her voice waxing 
faint and low : — 

" * My father ! my father ! the promises of God 
are true. He is light, joy, peace, comfort^ to all 
who will. Oh, doubt no more, but come, come to 
him, and live, live for ever!' And then, in tones of 
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thrilling joy, she continued — ' I have fought the 
fight, I have kept the faith ; and now I go from sin 
and sorrow, from pain and sickness, from darkness 
and death, to endless joy, holiness, and immortality. 
Father ! father ! weep not for me. Even now the 
song of the redeemed breaks upon my ear, and it 
calls me to home, heaven. Oh, thanks be unto him 
who giveth us the victory, through our Lord Jesus 
Christ ! * 

** With these words the glorified spirit slipped 
its earthly shackles, and fled, as her last breath 
said, home ; while nought was left to me but the 
poor, mangled, yet how inestimably precious clay I 
With many, many bitter tears^ Camillia and I laid 
her beside her husband and mother ; while in 
heaven one more victor was ac^ded to the great 
multitude — one more harp and voice swelled the 
heavenly choir — one more soul had come out of 
great tribulation, and having washed her robes, and 
made them white in the blood of the Lamb, had 
found in his presence fulness of joy, at his right 
hand pleasures for evermore." 

There was silence for a few minutes. Lucia 
was weeping over the sufierings of the sweet young 
mother she had never known ; EmiUius's thoughts 
still lingered on those who, though dead to him, 
were alive to God for evermore ; while Marcus had 
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forgotten in a sound sleep all the troubles of his 
ancestors, in which, as long as he could keep his 
eyes open, he had been much interested, in that 
most comfortable of all resting-places, his mothei^s 
arms. 

But Emillius soon commenced again, and Lucia's 
bowed head was raised once more to listen. 

" You weep for your mother, Lucia ; and yet she 
was happy — ^more so than she could ever have been 
again on earth. But I, her unhappy father — if you 
could have caught a glimpse of my tempest-tossed 
mind during the next six months, you would have 
pitied me. I often wonder why, during these 
months of anguish, reason was not overturned firom 
its throne ; and I believe that thou, infant as thou 
then wert, wast the sole means of preserving it. It was 
in thy presence, bearing thee in my arms, watching 
thy dawning smiles and infantile intelligence, gazing 
upon thee as with a mother's love, that I spent my 
sole moments of peace or comfort. Never shall I 
forget Camillia's kindness to her beloved fidend's 
father during those dark times ; but not knowing 
the way of peace hersel:!^ she could not eflTectually 
minister to the mind diseased. 

Often during those months did I wander through 
the Catacombs, recalling with agonizing reproach the 
moment when I consented to be the guide to the 
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soldiers, and calling myself the murderer, the be- 
trayer of my child. While thus employed, one day I 
came unexpectedly on a company of Christians, who 
were at this moment engaged in prayer. Involun- 
tarily I stopped to listen ; and what was my astonish- 
ment to hear the sound of my own name ? Were 
they mentioning me as an apostate, a backslider, a 
traitor ? With breathless attention I listened. No ; 
they were praying for me. They were reminding 
their God that for well nigh twenty years they had 
watched and waited for an answer to their petitions. 
In burning, earnest words, they pleaded God's own 
promises, and besought him to honour the faith of 
his servants who still trusted in him. Petrified 
with wonder, I listened. They did not yet think 
me past all hope, as I thought every one did ; and 
when they rose from their knees, I advanced and 
spoke : 

** * You pray for me ; but wherefore ? ' 
" They all looked as much astonished at my 
sudden appearance and abrupt address as I had 
been a few minutes before ; but the leader of the 
band — one who had been my intimate friend in 
former days— at once repUed,— 

" * We have long prayed for thee, Emillius ; and 
now with glad hearts welcome thee once more to 
our house of prayer. But thou askest why we 
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pray for thee. Know, then, that well nigh twenty 
years ago, when thy once-loved friend Bosicus was 
being led to death, he besought, as his dying request 
to the Church of Rome, that thy name might never 
be forgotten in our pray ers, . until God in his love 
and compassion brought the wanderer back to the 
fold. Thus have we kept our promise to this noble 
confessor of our faith ; and often have the tears 
and petitions of thy now sainted wife and daughter 
been blended with our prayers.' 

** * Ah, Rosicus ! Rosicus ! ' I exclaimed, as with 
wonder I heard this new proof of the faithful love 
with which he loved me ; * thy affection was indeed 
no empty name. When I denied thy last request 
with stern pride, thou still yearned for the salvation 
of my soul. But,' I continued, as a gleam of 
heavenly light burst upon me, *can there yet be 
hope for me ? Can this storm yet be hushed into a 
calm — ^this night turned to day ? Yet no, it can- 
not be. I have loved strangers too long. For me 
there is no hope.' 

" Anxiously had Constantius, my former friend, 
listened to my wild words ; and now he spoke, — 
' Emillius, there is yet hope for thee ; as God 
is true, there is hope. Thy storm can end in a 
calm ; thy night be changed to heavenly sunshine, 
thy mourning to songs of praise ; and sweeter than 
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ever can the waters of consolation yet prove to thy 
soul. Thou hast only to answer Him that calleth ; 
to accept the gift of eternal life ; to wait on the 
Lord, and thou shalt yet find him comforting thee 
on every side. Why wilt thou not believe the 
precious truth, that thou hast an Advocate with the 
Father, even Jesus Christ the righteous ; who died 
that thou mightst Uve, rose from the dead that 
thou mightst rise from the depths of sin, and live 
the life of faith.' 

" * It cannot be,' I replied, the clouds of despair 
gathering thicker and darker than ever — * it cannot 
be, for I have sinned wilfully, after having received 
the knowledge of the truth ; and now for me there 
remaineth no more sacrifice for sin, but a fearful 
looking for of judgment and fiery indignation.' 

"*Emillius,' was Constantius's reply, *hear the 
word of the Lord, — ** Jesus Christ came into the 
world to save sinners." These are his words — his 
true and faithful words. Why wilt thou not be- 
lieve them ? Thou knowest — thou feelest thou art 
a sinner; now believe that his blood can this 
moment cleanse thee, vile as thou justly deemest 
thyself.' 

'^ Lucia, how shall I describe the change that 
these words, applied by the power of the Holy 
Ghost, in one moment wrought in my sin-burdened 
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conscience ? True, my guilt appeared greater than 
ever. But I beheld, and lo ! in the midst of the 
throne stood a Lamb as it had been slain, slain for 
me. In that hour Christ spoke to my troubled soul 
in a voice of the tenderest love, — *I have trodden 
for thee,' he seemed to say, 'the wine-press of my 
Father's wrath. For thee have I laid down my 
life a ransom. With my blood have I pacified my 
Father's anger, satisfied his infinite justice, pur- 
chased the pardon of thy sins, and won for thee a 
right to enter into the joys of heaven.' Oh, that 
moment was a moment of joy such as is not often 
felt on earth ! I had entered the Catacombs a 
despairing sinner-blind through the darkness that 
was in me. I left them a rejoicing sinner — a 
sinner saved by free grace ; yea> henceforth and for 
ever, a son of God and an heir of glory. Yet I did 
not leave them until, with the true faithful friends 
who had remembered me so long and lovingly, I 
had returned grateful thanks and praises to him 
who had brought me *out of darkness into his 
marvellous light.' And how warmly did these true 
servants of our God greet the wanderer on his 
return to the fold; how eagerly did they hold out the 
right hand of fellowship, and welcome him as once 
more a brother in Christ ! But it was not always so. 
I had to encounter many cold looks, many doubtful 
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inquiries ; but in the fulness of the new and heaven- 
bom joy given me by my God, could I murmur at 
this ? I knew that worse, far worse than this was 
my deserts, and in adoring the mercy that had 
rescued such a sinner, I sought for grace and 
strength to live so that soon none could doubt. 

** And thus once more the true light shone upon 
me. My storm had indeed lulled to a calm, my 
night of darkness been changed to endless day ; yet 
never had my sins and my backsliding looked so 
black as in the brightness of the light that now shone 
fiom Calvary's cross ; never had the transgressions 
of my youth, the iniquities of my riper years seemed 
so vile as when viewed in the light of the *love 
that passeth knowledge,' the love that had clothed 
me in the perfect and complete righteousness of 
* him who did no sin,* and yet had died for mine. 
And now could I see in all my sore and heavy 
trials the hand of love ; now could I say, * In very 
fttithfulness hast thou afflicted me ; * now could I 
kiss the chastening rod ; now could I adore the 
grace and forbearance that had spared the cumberer, 
and given time for repentance. Yes ; at length my 
tempest-tossed, heavily-laden soul had found rest 
and peace at the foot of the cross — at length the 
answer to the prayer of faith had come. But 
though much spiritual joy was given me by my 
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heavenly Father^ no earthly gladness bloomed for me 
for long, long years; and sometimes my still rebellions 
heart would murmur at the loss of my loved ones, 
though well I knew that my loss was their gain, 
and that^ if my God had not made deep his fiirrows 
in my heart, and shot sore at me with his arrows, 
I would never have returned to him. But though 
the voyage was rough and long, the wilderness void 
and vast, the battle often fierce and strong, the 
promised Presence still went with me, and in the 
midst of all gave me rest — the rest of sins forgiven, 
the rest that God alone can give. 

" Oh, wondrous, wondrous change ! I had said. 
For me there is no hope, and the same hour I was 
pouring out all my griefs, all my doubts, all my 
sins, to a reconciled Father, resting in a Saviour's 
love ; and the next day I was reaping at his side. 
Yes ; I, even I, the backslider, was preparing with 
a trembling hand a crown to glow on Emmanuel's 
brow ; for should not I strive to comfort others with 
the comfort wherewith I had been comforted of 
God? Should not I devote to his service the 
talents that had so long lain in a napkin ? 

"It was in these days that dementia's words, 
dementia's vision, returned to my mind with the 
power of a message from God. The only tie I had 
to home was the precious charge the same lips had 
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left me ; but well I knew thou hadst a loving 
mother in Camillia, while I also knew that thy 
own as well as thy mother's faithful nurse would 
early lead thee to Jesus, and teach thy infant steps 
to walk the way of life. It was a hard struggle 
to leave thee, my Lucia; for by thy winning, 
loving ways, and by thy likeness to my sainted 
Lucia, thou hadst wound thyself fast and close 
round my bruised and bleeding heart. But should 
not he who had been a blasphemer and injurious 
seek now to do something for his Master, to tell 
others from his own experience how loving was the 
God who wills not any should perish, but that all 
should come to repentance and live. So I was 
ordained the minister of Christ to the Gentiles by 
the holy men of the Church of Rome, and went 
forth to preach the unsearchable riches of Christ 
to those whom Satan had bound in bonds of iron ; 
yea, to a whole world lying in wickedness. 

" Some day I may perhaps tell thee the history 
of these yeara, of their joys -and their sorrows, their 
disappointments and their victories ; but not now, 
for I have made my tale far longer than I intended. 
By the grace of God I laboured not in vain : the 
years that the locust, the canker-worm, the cater- 
pillar, and the palmer-worm had eaten wore restored 
unto me ; yea, well may I praise the Lord my God, 
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who hath dealt wondrously with me, making me, 
the backslider, the apostate, his chosen vessel to 
carry the glories of his name over the earth. 

It was after an absence of eighteen years I returned 
to Rome to find thee, Lucia, grown, in wisdom and 
in stature, and in favour with God and man ; to 
find thee loved as a daughter by Camillia ; to find 
thee set as a light on a hill, and made the honoured 
instrument of leading thy constant companion, thy 
future husband, to the Saviour of the world. Thou 
knowest well the rest of my history : how I found 
that it was the wish of those who had the rule over 
me in the Church of God, that I should no more 
return to my work among the wild tribes of the 
West, but devote my time to preaching the message 
of reconciliation to the blind and deluded inhabitants 
of my native city. Thou knowest how I soon found 
that I had not lost my old power over the minds of 
men ; thou knowest how gladly were all my talents 
laid at the foot of the cross; thou knowest how 
often it was my glad mission to lead the sinner to 
the Cleanser, the broken-hearted to the Healer, the 
heavy-laden to the Burden-Bearer ; — thou knowest 
all this, so I need not repeat it. 

"And so it came to pass 'that at evening-time 
there was light ; ' for my God in mercy sent me 
rain, even the latter rain, and filled my heavens 
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with bright clouds that descended in * showers ot 
blessings.* I am blessed in my children, and the 
love that in former days I regarded so carelessly 
has been renewed to me in thy filial affection, my 
sweet Lucia ; and in thy husband's, for is he not 
my son also ? while in your noble boy I see again 
the loved brother of my childhood, that faithful 
forgiving friend of former years. I have also been 
blessed in my labours for Christ, oh, how abundantly 
and undeservedly ! I, who once denied, blasphemed, 
and persecuted my Lord, have been permitted to 
bear the gospel of the glorious God to many 
nations, people, and tongues ; to do something 
towards hastening the great day when the know- 
ledge of the Lord shall cover the earth as the 
waters cover the sea ; when glorious undying truth, 
even the truth as it is in Jesus, shall go forth over 
all the world, * fair as the moon, clear as the sun, 
and terrible as an army with banners,* conquering 
and to conquer; when there shall be 'one Lord, 
and his name one,' and *all kingdoms of the world 
shall bow before him, and all the earth be filled 
with his glory.' Poly carp's words were not in 
vain ; and he who has wrought all my works in 
me has given me many precious jewels for Emma- 
nuel's crown. 

"And now my working days are almost over; 
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I can do little more than stand and wait. I have 
lived the appointed life of man, and soon, very 
soon shall *the silver cord be loosed, the golden 
bowl be broken ; * the waters of Jordan even now 
lave my feet, but I have no fear of its swellings. 
By grace I have built upon the sure foundation, 
the gold and precious stones that shall abide tl^e 
day of his coming ; by the free mercy of my God, 
my soul is in his sight all glorious within ; robed 
in the righteousness of Christy my clothing is as of 
wrought gold ; — and thus adorned and beautified, 
shall I fear to enter into the King's palace ? Should 
I not rather rejoice at being admitted into the city 
of the living God, the heavenly Jerusalem, whose 
light, like unto a stone most precious, I can even 
now see shining in my gradually narrowing earthly 
horizon, while the echo of the mighty song of the 
redeemed even now falls on my ear ? In spirit^ I 
even now dwell with my loved ones in the midst of 
that bright throng, and mingle my voice with the 
voice of many waters, and the voice of many 
thunders, and the voice of many harpers harping 
with their harps ; and in a little while, after a 
few more weary steps, a few more struggles with 
indwelling sin, victory through the blood of the 
Lamb will be won, the rest reached, the promised 
inheritance gained." 



CHAPTER XIL 



THE SHADOW OF FEAR AND THE LIGHT OF UFE. 



Believe and fear not I in the blackest cloud 
A sunbeam hides; and from the deepest pang 
Some hidden mercy may a Qod declare ! 

BOBBRT MONTOOMKRT. 




|HE old man's voice ceased ; but the reali- 
zation of the glorious things and pros- 
pects of which he had been speaking 
still lit up his face with a radiance as from heaven ; 
and Lucia, as she gazed, felt she could not by a 
word break the perfect happiness which she had so 
rarely seen her grandfather enjoy, though he was 
almost always calmly cheerful. But presently he 
spoke again, — 

"Now, Lucia^ you know all my history, my 
weakness, my sin, my fall — an awful fulfilment it 
is of the inspired words, * Let him that thinketh he 
standeth take heed lest he fall ; ' and it is for this 
reason I have unsealed long - silent and sacred 
memories to thee. Yet it is not for thee, my child. 
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I fear — thou hast, like my Lucia, what I wanted, 
the lowly humility, which is the root of aU virtues 
— but it is for thy bright boy I tremble. Though 
he has Bosicus*s face, he is much like what I was as 
a child — brave, affectionate, and open-hearted, but 
proud and self-confident. And oh, Lucia, in thy 
wise training guard against these faults ; they 
brought all my son'ows, all my sins on me." 

" If I can make him like thee, my father, as I 
have known thee, thrice happy will it be for him." 

" Nay, my Lucia, God grant to this dear child a 
happier, holier, more completely useful life than 
mine is to look back upon. But now I fear thou 
must awake him, for we have begun to bum our 
last torch, and it is time to look for the promised 
chariot from Rome." 

As Lucia gently awoke Marcus, Emillius walked 
over to the memorials of his beloved ones, and stood 
gazing at them with a strangely mingled expression 
of grief and joy. 

"Farewell," at length he said; "I shaU never 
again see these loved names, before which I have 
often stood in unutterable sorrow ; but I shaU soon 
speak to them in heaven, with a voice that can 
never again use tones of sadness. Farewell," again 
he said, looking fondly round on the vaulted roo^ 
the rough walls, the rude seats of the little chapel ; 
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"farewell, beloved house of prayer, scene of my 
keenest anguish and keenest joy, to me thou hast 
been a very gate of heaven ; but soon the gates of 
my eternal house shall be passed, and I shall go out 
no more ; therefore, farewell for ever." So saying, 
he took up the torch, and, followed closely by 
Lucia, walked steadily through the dark, intricate 
passages. 

As they emerged into daylight, they were as- 
tonished to find how low the sun had sunk in the 
heavens. The time had passed more quickly in the 
gloomy Catacombs than they had any idea of; and 
when they came to the appointed place of meeting, 
but found no waiting chariot, Lucia's heart began 
to tremble for her husband's safety. Though not a 
little dismayed himself, Emillius strove to conceal 
it, and tried to cheer his trembling child by re- 
minding her, that if the city were in such a state 
of confusion as the stranger of the morning had 
described, it was very likely that the chariot's pro- 
gress had been stopped. So Lucia tried to see the 
reasonableness of his argument, and proposed, as it 
was useless waiting in the hot sun, to walk on 
slowly to the first dwelling on their homeward road, 
though her foreboding heart would have made her 
at once hasten to Rome ; but this she knew was 
simply impossible with her present feeble com- 
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panions. It was a long, weary walk to the small 
dwelling of an humble Christian Mend, where they 
hoped to be able to procure a horse, or conveyance 
of some kind, and Lucia several times thought they 
would never reach it ; but what was their dismay 
and disappointment when, wearied alike in body 
and mind, they stood upon its threshold, to find 
that it was perfectly desolate— no human being, no 
conveyance of any kind, were to be seen. It was 
quite impossible that they could, on foot, reach the 
maritime villa that night. The old man and poor 
child were far too tired to walk another step, and 
Lucia thought with consternation on the long hours 
of anxiety that Camillia would spend, as well as 
noted with anguish that the flight of their friends 
denoted danger to the Christians. 

Yet here they must remain for the night, and 
thankful were they to find some scattered pro- 
visions in the evidently hastily abandoned home. 
Intense weariness soon closed the eyes of both the 
elder and younger of the party ; but for Lucia's 
throbbing heart there was no rest, as, almost spent 
with fatigue and excitement, she watched, with 
all her senses acutely strung, for the distant roU of 
Claudia's chariot. But the sun sunk lower and 
lower, the swift evening shadows of the southern 
clime fell, still the wheels for which she longed came 
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not, till at length, sick at heart, and trembling with 
a thousand unnamed fears, she was turning away to 
watch her sleeping boy, when the sound for which 
she longed came rolling on the still evening air; but 
a moment's listening convinced her that it came not 
from Rome, but from the direction of her own home. 
Hastily drawing her flowing mantle around her, she 
went out on the road, to stand in the shade, where 
she could see it pass, and soon recognized her own 
servants; while, with a shrill cry of joy, she caught 
at the idea that her husband had returned home 
while they were in the Catacombs, and had now 
come to seek her. 

But in vain her eyes scanned the darkness, and 
it was not Claudius's voice, but that of his favourite 
freeman, that in tones of no small relief and glad- 
ness answered her summons. He quickly told her 
that his lord had not returned, but that the Lady 
Camillia had become so anxious at their prolonged 
absence, as well as dismayed by the reports she 
heard of the excited state of the Roman populace 
against the Christians, that she had sent Rufus to 
seek for tidings, and bring them home if possible. 
Lucia's first impulse was to stay where she was, and 
send the chariot on to Rome to bring back assur- 
ances of her husband's safety, though she tried to 
persuade herself that it was tlie Emperor's will that 
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detained him ; but yet it was so unlike his usual 
thoughtfulness and care for her comfort not to send 
a message. But a glance at her wearied sire and 
sleepy child convinced her such a plan would be 
selfi'h, and she contented herself with ordering 
Rufus to detach one of the horses and ride fast to 
Rome, telling him, at the same time, a part of her 
fears, which were quite enough to quicken the 
faithful servant to eager haste and trembling anxiety 
for his beloved master's safety. 

During the homeward drive, earnestly did Lucia 
strive to still the trembling of her heart, that her 
agitated countenance might not at once alarm 
Camillia. Her anxiety on her beloved mother's 
account was not uncalled for. Camillia met them in 
the porch, with a face blanched by such fearful 
forebodings, as no one had ever seen her give way 
to before. But it brightened for a moment as she 
came forward, with a quicker step than was habitual 
to her stately manners, to embrace Lucia and 
Marcus with warm affection, and bestow a kind 
greeting on EmiUius. 

" Oh ! how thankful I am to see thee again," she 
exclaimed ; *' such terrific accounts have reached me 
of the state of Rome, that the day has been one 
long agony ; but Claudius, my son, where is he ? " 
she added in a tone of something like dread. 
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''He has not yet returned from Rome. We sup- 
pose the Emperor has detained him," replied Lucia, 
in a voice that she tried not in vain to keep steady 
and clear. 

" Thou supposest, Lucia ; but dost thou not 
know ? It is not like Claudius to leave thee in 
doubt, when thou wert so near him. Has he been 
with the Emperor all day, and hast thou had no 
message from him ? " 

It was more than poor Lucia could do to go over 
all the events of the morning, and weigh the pos- 
sibilities of her husband's safety. So Emillius came 
to her help, and quietly narrated the accident to the 
chariot, noticing, but not laying much stress on the 
warning of the stranger, and furnishing ready sup- 
position for the non-appearance of the chariot from 
Rome. But quietly and considerately as the tale 
was told, it spoke to Camillia's heart with a voice 
of doom. 

"And dost thou think that Claudius would for- 
get to send the chariot, or even not see that his 
orders were executed? Oh no, that is not like him; 
he must have been seized at once as he entered the 
city, and is now doubtless in confinement." To 
Lucia's trembling spirit her words sounded prophetic, 
and with a bitter cry of, " My son, my son !" she buried 
her face in her robe, and stood as if turned to stone. 
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Nothing broke the silence that followed. Lucia 
felt at this moment too utterly hopeless heraelf to 
try and comfort her mother, and could only sustain 
her calmness by seeking strength from on high. 
Emillius was occupied in the same manner; while 
upon Marcus it gradually dawned that something 
had happened to his father. At length, when 
Emillius said, " Why should we fear? — God is yet our 
refuge, strength, and very present help in trouble," 
Camillia raised her head, and showed a countenance 
calm in its very despair, to which ten minutes of 
anguish had added ten years of age, and replied, 
" He is your refuge, your strength, your very present 
help in trouble ; but what is he to me ? O ye 
gods, ye forsaken gods of my fathers. Ye are 
indeed sending your judgments on my house, and I 
— what can I do to appease your wrath ? " And 
she again relapsed into the sullen depths of her 
despair. 

" Mother," whispered Marcus to Lucia^ as he 
rested his weary head on her bosom, where he was 
held fast as if she would keep her last treasure, 
" why does father not come ? " 

*' We cannot tell, my darling ; we do not know;" 
her lips refusing to speak the dread with which her 
heart was fulL *' We can only hope and pray, pray 
that our God may preserve him from all evil" 
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" But if we pray, Jesus will hear us, and keep 
dear father safe ; will he not, mother ? " 

" He will, my child." The mother longed for a 
like simple faith, as from her heart the cry went 
up, " Safe ! yes, whatever happens, he will be safe ; 
but oh, that he may be safe for me 1 " 

" Then, mother, wilt thou not ask Jesus now to 
take care of my dear father ? " And slipping out of 
her arms, the boy knelt down beside her. 

Emillius had listened to this low-toned conversa- 
tion, and now said, " Marcus is rights my daughter ; 
let us pray for our dear absent one ; it will relieve 
our hearts to pour out our fears, though they may 
prove to be needless." And Emillius prayed : it was 
the cry of a grieved, sorrowing, yet faithful, trust- 
ful child to a father ; and even as they prayed the 
Spirit of the Lord was present to heal their down- 
cast fearful spirits. Ere they rose, Camillia had also 
sunk to their lowly position, and her voice joined 
in the fei*vent " Amen." 

"Father will soon come home now," said Mar- 
cus, looking up wistfully into Lucia's sweet face. 
V Mother must not be sad any more." 

'*I must try not," she answered, almost cheer- 
fully ; " and now my tired little comforter must go 
to bed." 

"Oh, not until father comes, dear mother; I 
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am sure he will not be long, and I am not tired 
now." 

Lucia had not the heart to refuse, and replied, 
" Then go and comfort your grandmother ; " for 
Camillia had again sat down in the stillness, the 
silence of despair. 

Willingly the boy went ; but the face that was 
raised to answer his simple, loving words, was so 
death-like, so set in its agony, that the child was 
too frightened to do aught but nestle close to her, 
and press loving kisses on her cold lips and colour- 
less cheeks. But his affection seemed to do her 
good, for at the softly-whispered words, " Jesus loves 
dear father, grandmother, and will take care of 
him," the first tears that had relieved her anguish, 
the first tears that the stately Roman had shed for 
years, burst forth. Burst forth in such a torrent 
that Marcus was startled and puzzled, and could 
think of nothing to say but "Do not cry, dear 
grandmother; thou knowest God is love, and he 
loves father." The child was a wise comforter in 
that night of sorrow. In a few minutes, by a 
violent effoi-t, Camillia checked her deep convulsive 
sobs, and fondly kissing the boy, said, " What would 
I not give for thy simple faith, my Marcus ! " 

" O grandmother, if thou wouldst only believe 
on the Lord Jesus." Camillia mournfully shook her 
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head. " But thou wilt, grandmother, if God gives us 
back dear father, thou wilt." Again the deep 
emotion surged up into the noble face, and unwilling 
to display what she evidently thought her weakness, 
Camillia hastily left the room. 

" Dost thou think, my father," said Lucia, as they 
were left alone — and no one who saw that sad, gentle 
face, and heard the fast beatings of that troubled 
heart, would have thought she could have spoken 
so calmly — " dost thou think the absence of Gaudius 
so hopeless as Camillia feels it ? " 

But Emillius knew well the faintings of heart 
with which these words were spoken, and tenderly 
did he draw the weary, aching head to rest in his 
arms, fondly did he kiss the fair brow, as if she had 
been again a little child to be loved and comforted. 
'*My child, my precious one, what shall I say to 
thee ? how shall I comfort thee ? I cannot tell thee 
that I am sure thy Claudius is safe ; but this I do 
know, that wherever he is, he is in safe keeping ; 
that though thine eyes cannot see him, eyes still 
more loving are upon him ; that though thy voice 
cannot reach him, a voice that speaketh still more 
tender words can; and also I know that though 
the friend who loves us most can fail, the Friend 
to whom we owe most never does." 

Lucia's buried head was raised. " Thou meanest 
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Severus, O father;" and the struggle for com- 
posure was hard. 

** My loved child, I do not ask thee to stifle thy 
fears, but rather to lay them all before the throne 
of our loving Father. Yet, my precious one," he 
added, as he raised her drooping head, "we are not 
called upon to despair." 

" Oh no, no ! " she interrupted, as if she shud- 
dered at the very word. " I do not despair." 

The father smiled mournfully, tenderly. "No, 
we are not called upon to despair, but we are called 
upon in patience to possess our souls. God has 
implanted hope within thy heart; therefoi'e, hope 
and know, not hope this, Lucia" — and Emillius's 
voice trembled — "but know — know all is for the 
best, sent by our God." 

" I do know it," she answered, and the pale, 
young face beamed with strong faith. " Thank God, 
I do know it." After a pause, she went on, — "I 
little thought to-day, my father, when I was listen- 
ing to thy sad tale, that I should so soon be able, 
out of my own experience, somewhat to fathom the 
depths of thy sufferings, and of my sainted mother's 
trials; but I can never, like her, rejoice in tribula- 
tion." 

"Thou art not placed in the same circumstances, 
my beloved child ; but think not that thy heavenly 
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Father will despise the lowly heart that bows so 
meekly before his dealings." 

*' But I have hope yet, my father." And for a 
moment the gleaming smile told how strong was 
that hope, clung to with the brightness of youth. 

** May God fulfil . thy hope, my darling, and 
crown thy life, as he has hitherto done, with loving- 
kindness and tender mercies," answered Emillius, as 
Camillia entered the room, calm and gravely ma- 
jestic as ever. Yet there was a touching humility 
in her tone as she spoke to Lucia. 

*'Dear child, wilt thou forgive me ? I have not 
only forgotten that though thou hast returned to me 
in safety, thou must be cold and weary, but by my 
selfish grief I have alarmed and distressed thee, 
when perhaps there is no cause for it, and in a few 
hours we may see our Claudius in safety. Wilt 
thou forgive me, and prove that thou hast done so 
by grieving no more until thou seest thy husband ? " 
Poor Lucia^ she could hardly promise not to grieve ; 
she could only caress her mother with the loving 
words that always gave her pleasure, and try to 
gratify her by eating a few mouthfuls of the sump- 
tuous repast she had ordered to be prepared. 

But this was hard work to all, and they soon 
rose from table, to listen with longing ears for the 
return of Lucia*s messenger from Rome, or, better 
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still, for the roll of Claudius's chariot. It was a 
watch of intense anxiety, and though for many hours 
no fears were mentioned, yet often was Emillius 
turned to for support, for sympathy. Not that he felt 
less than the others — indeed, the thought of losing 
his beloved son, whom he had fondly hoped would 
close his eyes in death, was one of such anguish that 
he dare not dwell on it — but having often passed 
through deep waters, he knew well how to sustain 
and comfort drooping hearts. The time stole on as 
on leaden wings ; the midnight watches had passed, 
and still no messenger; and now it was useless 
to stifle their fears any longer. In wild agony 
Camillia now paced the room ; now stood at a 
window hushing her breath to listen ; now buried 
her head in the cushions of a couch, as if she 
would thus shut out all her miseries; now sprang 
up at a fancied sound, with her senses all on the 
stretch. 

What a contrast was the younger lady ! Still 
she sat — still as a statue — but paler and paler ; 
white as her white robe became her face, more and 
more wistful her lovely eyes. Yet there was no 
wild agony in her look ; very patient was the sweet 
mouth, very calm in its sadness the noble brow ; and 
though at times it was contracted as if with pain, 
the low words of comfort from her father would 
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bring a look in which resignation spoke ; while now 
and then, by some mute caress — words of hope she 
could not trust her voice to utter — she sought to 
comfort her mother. 

Once she spoke ; they were almost the only 
words she uttered during that long night, except to 
her boy. "Father, thou saidst this morning to me 
that if the fiery trial came, one like the Son of man 
would be with me. And now it has come ; I am 
in the furnace, but the Son of man, even the Saviour 
of the world, is with me." 

Yet in the midst of this furnace a plant of hope 
— a plant for which they had long hoped and 
prayed — had sprung up, Camillia had not once re- 
fused to join in prayer, and had even whispered to 
Lucia, *' O Lucia^ if Claudius is given back to us, 
I can resist no more ; thy God must be my God." 
And was not this enough even in their deep sorrow 
to put a song of praise in their hearts ? 

All through that long night Marcus, who, tired 
as he was, would not stay in bed, went from one to 
another, cheering them with his simple tnistful faith, 
and still clinging to his old song of confidence, 
"Jesus loves father, and will take care of him." 
Many and many a time did Emillius and Lucia feel 
strengthened by the hope his words and looks ex- 
pressed. At length the weary watches of darkness 
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were past, faint streaks of light began to flash in 
the east, and Luda felt as if while the day <lawned 
her day had darkened for ever, and to Camillia and 
Emillius hope now seemed a mockery — even Marcud's 
song was hushed in silence. But^ hark ! what is 
that sound that comes floating on the stillness of the 
morning air? Lucia's ear caught it first, and it 
seemed to inspire her with a new life, as, with a 
quickness of which a moment before she seemed in- 
capable, she flew to the porch, followed by the rest, 
Marcus shouting, ** Father, father!" A low-toned 
hush from Lucia, who seemed hardly to allow her- 
self to breathe, checked the expression of his joy, 
and, still as his elders, he stood to listen. Nearer 
and nearer came the sound. It was a chariot; 
there was no imagination this time ; but in the dim 
morning light it was impossible to distinguish the 
figures of the occupants. But Lucia seemed to be 
able to see ; after a long steady gaze, she said in a 
tone of supreme happiness, *'It is my husband. 
My God, I thank thee ! " She was right ; fester 
and faster came the chariot, and in another moment 
Claudius stood among them. 



a 




CHAPTER XIII. 



THE LONOED-FOR CROWN. 



Martjm for Thee have gone to meet their anguish, 
SingUig glad psalms e'en with their dying breath ; 
Not all their tortures causing onoe to languish 
The hope that led them forth for Thee to death. 

Mrs. Charles. 




HAT meetiDg — it was fraught with a joy 
too deep for words ; even Marcus's ever- 
flowing gladness was silenced and awed 
by the depths of its thankfulness ; yet they all felt 
that the child spoke the feeling of every heart, as, 
hanging in ecstasies round his father's neck, he ex- 
claimed, " father, dear father, God is love. Shall we 
not thank him I" And they did thank him — thanked 
him with hearts overflowing with deeper love, with 
more fervent praise than they had ever felt before, 
dedicating themselves, constrained by fresh mercies, 
anew and more completely than ever to the service 
of their loving God and Saviour. CamiUia also 
joined with them, and in this hour of joy and thank- 
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fulness unspeakable, gave up her life, her soul, to 
the God whose calls she had so often disregarded, 
but could reject no more. The prospect of losing 
earthly love had drawn her to seek refuge in the 
heavenly. 

" my Claudius," whispered Lucia^ as they rose 
from their knees, " is not this worth all the suflfer- 
ing?" And a look told her she was understood. 

The history of the day was now told and listened 
to with intense interest. The promised chariot from 
Rome had soon met Claudius, and conveyed him to 
the citj'' ; but before he entered the gates, he was 
suddenly surrounded and seized by a band of sol- 
diers. In vain did he haughtily demand why he 
should be thus treated. He was thrust into a 
covered chariot, and thus conveyed through the 
streets ; for though a Christian, they knew he was 
too great a favourite with the populace to venture 
upon bringing him openly as a prisoner into the 
city. 

On reaching the hall in which the Christian's 
cause was judged, Claudius, with every mark of in- 
dignity, was thrust into a damp, dark apartment, 
where he was left in solitude for many hours, to 
meditate upon the end that he thought was 
approaching, and to long — oh, how intensely! — to 
send one word of comfort to the watching, aching 
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hearts at home ; and no small trouble was the 
thought of the uncomfortable position in which he 
had left Lucia and her father. At length he was 
summoned before the judge ; it was a short exami- 
nation, a mockery of a trial. 

"Claudius Septimus, dost thou deny the charge 
which is brought against thee ? " 

"What charge?" 

" Of belonging to the body of fanatics who style 
themselves Christians?" 

" I not only refuse to deny it^ but glory in the 
fact." 

" And dost thou know what, according to the 
laws of thy country, is the consequence of such an 
avowal?" 

" I do." 

"Thy own mouth has pronounced thy doom;" 
and the judge waved his hand as a signal for the 
attendants to remove the prisoner. 

But Claudius had a word to say, and sternly, 
more as if he were the judge than the prisoner, he 
asked to see the Emperor's order for his arrest. 
"I warn thee," he added, "to beware how thou 
harmest one who is thy lord's friend as well as 
servant." His words and request were disregarded, 
and he was hastily dragged away, but not before he 
had seen such abject confusion, nay, almost terror, 
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on the countenance of his judge, that he surmised 
there was no warrant from the Emperor, and con- 
cluded that his doom would quickly follow on his 
sentence, as he felt sure his enemies were fearful of 
losing their prey. Yet the brave strong heart did 
not tremble at the prospect of death ; but it did 
tremble as he thought of his Lucia, his child, his 
mother ; and earnestly did he pray that he might be 
allowed to send them one word of love and comfort. 

Thus, in prayer for them and for himself the 
time wore on ; but at midnight the door of the 
miserable room opened, the so-called judge with 
his attendants entered, and Claudius was told to 
prepare for instantaneous death. But he hardly 
seemed to hear ; his attention was fixed on other 
sounds — the trampling of soldiers' feet, the smash- 
ing of bolts and bars, that told a rescue was on the 
way. The midnight assassins heard it also ; but 
before they had recovered from their astonishment 
the room was ftdl, Claudius's fetters had been struck 
off by his freeman's hands, the judge and his satel- 
lites were now the prisoners, and Rufus's voice was 
inveighing loudly against those who had dared to 
think of harming his lord. 

It appeared that this faithful servant had 
hastened at once to Rome, and on finding that his 
inaster had not been seen at the palace or in the 
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streets of the city that day, he at once suspected 
Plautianus of being at the bottom of this trouble ; 
and being recognized as Claudius's servant, and with 
the help of Varro, a faithful friend of his master's, 
he obtained an audience from the Emperor, told his 
story and his suspicions that his lord had been seized 
and imprisoned on account of his faith, but without 
mentioning namea Severus was, or appeared to be, 
very angry at such an insult to his favourite, and 
at once gave orders for a search to be instituted for 
him. But such were the 'delays (Rufus thought 
them intentional), that it was not until midnight 
the faithful servant could discover his master's place 
of imprisonment, where he arrived just in time to 
save his precious life. The first to clasp Claudius's 
freed hand was Varro, who told him that, late as it 
was, he had better go and offer his thanks to the 
Emperor for his prompt assistance ; but a43 soon as 
this duty was performed, he hastened home as 
quickly as fleet horses could carry him. Such was 
Claudius's tale, and deep was the joy, the thankful- 
ness it excited in the hearts of the happy family, 
whose loved one had been restored to them from the 
gates of death. 

" But thou didst not tell us, my husband, if the 
Emperor received thee kindly ? " asked Lucia. 

*' Oh -yes ; he was gracious ; he told me he had 
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with difficulty got me out of this trouble, and begged 
me not to give him the trouble of dragging me out 
of another." 

Lucia looked quite happy as she said, turning to 
Emillius, " Our eaiiihly friend has not failed to-day, 
father." But though he gave a smiling assent, from 
something that his acuter sense had noticed in his 
son's tone, though Lucia had not, he divined that 
Claudius was not quite so sure of the stability of 
this friend. And he was right. Why had Claudius 
thought it unnecessary to repeat the words that 
followed the playful ones he had quoted ? Did he 
not think it worth while to mention the black look, 
the ominous frown, which darkened the imperial 
brow, and spoke in the apparently affectionate, yet 
commanding words : "I hope we shall have no 
more trouble of this sort, my Claudius ; and the best 
way to avoid it is, if thou wilt have these Christian 
notions, to keep them to thyself; it would be bettei^ 
still to discard them altogether, for I doubt if I 
should be able to protect thee again." 

Did the proud Emperor think he could daunt that 
brave man, who not an hour before looked death in 
the face ? if he did, he was strangely mistaken. Very- 
calm was the countenance — very gravely respectful, 
yet firm and decided, the voice — as he answered: — 
*' My sovereign, truly grateful am 1 to thee for the 
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favour which has saved my life ; but, believe me, 
that dear as life is, precious as it is to many whom 
I love, yet neither they nor I would for one moment 
put that life in comparison with our faith. I was a 
Christian when, as a boy, thou tookest me into thy 
service ; a Christian when, in my manhood, thou 
sometimes honoured me with the title of friend ; and 
tenfold more than ever a pledged servant of my God, 
when I stood before that judge and heard the sen- 
tence of death pronounced. And can I now, for 
fear of that death, or even at the command of my 
sovereign, forfeit my allegiance to my heavenly 
King, the Lord my God ? " 

But Lucia knew nothing of this ; and there was 
nought on her mind to cloud the happiness of this 
blessed day, when they could rejoice over two lost 
ones found, two dear ones saved ; for, even in the 
joy of Claudius's safety, they could not forget that 
their beloved mother was now bound to them by 
a new tie, that could never be broken. Then 
Claudius had to hear how it was, during that night 
of agony, that Camillia had found her gods were no 
gods to pour out griefs to ; how she had long striven 
against conviction, but at length found relief in 
seeking help from the God of Israel ; and then how, 
in her captivity of sorrow, she had been led captive, 
a captive of love for evermore. 



A 
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"And my Lucia, how did she bear that fearful 
night ? " asked Claudius tenderly, as he smoothed 
back the dark tresses from the bright face, and met 
her softly beaming eyes of love. " Did she hold 
fast the heroic spirit that strengthened me yesterday 
morning, and whose words were rung in my earg 
while I was confined in that dark solitude ? " The 
question was addressed to his wife, but Emilliu$ 
heard and answered, — 

" Claudius, I have often trembled when I thought 
of a day of trouble coming on our tender precious 
flower, but I now see that all my fears were fiiiit- 
less. Bravely has Lucia borne the cruel suspense of 
the past night; for she trusted in the Lord, and 
stayed herself on her God, and he did not forsake 
her in the hour of her need, but gave her strength 
according to her day." 

''No, no," whispered Lucia; " I was very weak, 
but thou, dear father, helped me to endure, and my 
Marcus was a sweet comforter ; but now the night 
is past, and the darkness gone with it for ever." 
And she again turned to her husband, as if sh^ 
could never feast her eyes enough on those beloved 
features. 

Emillius and Claudius could not^ alas, think so ; 
but, unwilling to damp her joy, the latter only 
said : " I knew our Marcus would be a child of 
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hope ; and the thought that thou hadst him, and 
thy dear father, brought me much joy when I 
thought death was nigh. Whatever happens to me, 
thou wilt still have thy boy, my Lucia." 

She raised her head with a startled look : ** But 
all danger is past now ? " 

** For the present — yes, my Lucia." 

" Only for the present ? " 

** When the storm is raging around us, can we 
expect to escape quite unscathed ? " 

** No," was the low-breathed, yet unshaken reply. 

" Yet we know, know by blessed experience, that 
as our day our strength shall be." 

A sunny smile of hope again lit up Lucia's fair 
face. Yet the night and the darkness were hanging 
nearer around the young and hopeful Roman matron 
than she had any idea of. 

The next morning — the morning on which 
Emillius had proposed to return to Rome, to spend 
his little remaining strength in working for the 
Master he loved much, because he had been forgiven 
much — rose calm and fair, but a shadow had fallen 
on the happy group of the preceding day. Emillius 
was ill, very ill ; the fatigues and excitements of the 
two last days had been too much for his enfeebled 
frame, and it was evident to all, as well as to him- 
self, that the earthly tabernacle was breaking up — 
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that he would never again be permitted to feed hi^ 
beloved flock, or to speak to them the words of 
life. Yet this certainty brought no sorrow, no 
dismay, to the aged Christian : joyously did he 
speak of the blessed exchange ; vividly did he 
anticipate the glories of the eternal world ; rap- 
turously did he contemplate the meeting with those 
who had gone before ; while the thought of seeing 
" Him who, not having seen, he had loved," filled 
him with a gladness too deep for words. Nor 
did he forget the friends he was leaving; and 
never to be forgotten were his tender words of 
gratitude, love, and encouragement. " I need be no 
prophet, my Lucia^" he said, *'to foretell days of 
affliction and distress for the Christians. The recol- 
lection of our midnight trembling watch will too 
strongly corroborate my words ; but He who has 
ever been a refuge in the storm, when the noise of 
the terrible ones doth rage, will still be thy defence 
and thy strong tower. 

" And now thou art a complete Christian family. 
Oh, what a theme for songs of thanksgiving, to 
think that I should have lived to see another answer 
to my Lucia's, my dementia's prayers — another proof 
of the reality of their strong faith ! Yesterday, I 
hoped that I might admit our dear Camillia into the 
visible Church of God ; but now a worthier hand 



THE LONOED-POR CROWN. 173 

than mine must do it, and I shall greet her when 
washed white as snow through the blood of Christ, 
of which the rite is the emblem. She shall enter 
through the gates of salvation, and sit down for 
ever before the throne. Soon shall I now see what 
eye of mortal man hath never seen ; soon shall I 
hear what is not for the ear of dying man; and 
then shall I be for ever with the Lord ; — the Lord 
whom I once loved, then denied ; but who still 
loved me, and at last brought me into his eternal 
light." But in a few hours the triumphant joyous 
words were changed for expressions of deep de- 
pression. 

" I have been thinking," he said, " of many who 
set out with me in the Christian race. Nearly all 
of them have run well — so nm that they might 
have obtained the glorious crown of martyrdom ; 
while I am left to die in inglorious rest. It was 
offered to me once, but I — I denied my Lord, I 
forsook the cross, I lost the prize, I trampled on the 
crown ; and now — now I am not deemed worthy of 
that glorious reward — I am not allowed to suffer 
shame for the name of Christ. But why should I 
murmur? Is it not the just punishment of my 
sin ? " 

** But, my father," replied Lucia, " thou hast 
suffered — suffered shame and persecution — for the 



174 THE LONGED-FOR CROWN. 

name of Christ. Even as a child do I recollect the 
anxiety thy friends used to feel for thee when thou 
daily jeopardized thy life among rude savages for the 
gospel's sake ; and often when we heard of thy 
perilous joumeyings — of the perils thou enduredst 
by water, thy perils by the wilderness, thy perils by 
the heathen, thy perils by thy own countrymen — 
have we trembled for thy life. And, also, since 
thou hast returned to us well, I know that our God 
does not forget those suffering for his name's sake, 
which thou dost not now think worthy of mention. 
Nay, nay, my dearest father, thou must not say this 
of thyself. Though thou hast not mentioned in thy 
tale, weU I know, from my own recollection, that 
since thou hast gone forth as an ambassador for 
Christ, thou canst affirm, with St. Paul, that thou 
hast served in labours more abundant, in stripes 
above measure, in prisons frequent." For a moment 
the sad brow of the ancient warrior in the noblest 
of battle-fields brightened, but it was only for a 
moment. 

'' It may be true, it may be true, but I have no 
crown," he murmured. 

But what is the sound that brings the feeble old 
man to his feet, and lights his eye with the fire of 
youth ? that blanches Lucia's cheek to the colour of 
death, and sends Marcus in a swift flight to the 
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lattice ? It is a regular steady tramp on the paved 
court, that suggests the march of soldiers. Nor are 
they left long in doubt, for, in no small wonder, 
Marcus announces that the house is surrounded by 
a martial band. 

** And thy father, Marcus — where is he ? " hur- 
riedly inquired Lucia. But even as she spoke, 
Claudius entered the room ; but for once he did not 
see his Lucia as he walked up to Emillius, and, 
looking with evident wonder on the upright carriage 
and beaming eye, tenderly, reverently, he took the 
old man's hand and said, ** My father." 

" They have come for me,** he answered, breath- 
lessly. '* Yes ; I am ready, quite ready. my 
God, I thank thee I by this I know thou hast heard 
my prayer— hast forgiven all my sin." 

** They are, indeed, come for thee, my father ; but 
if I have any influence with Severus, thou shalt yet 
be saved." 

" Claudius and Lucia," replied Emillius, earnestly, 
" listen to me. I am now on the very borders of 
the grave — in all probability I shall not live to see 
another day — and therefore I charge and command 
thee to do nothing to save me, but to keep all thy 
influence to preserve the life of a more useful 
member of the Church of God. My children, my 
children " — and the command became a prayer — 
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" wouldst thou seek to rob me of this glory — of this 
proof that my base denial is forgiven, and blotted 
out of the book for ever, without taking from me 
one day of my working life ? 

" Nay, Lucia — my Lucia; thou must not grieve for 
me," he continued, as his daughter clasped her arms 
round his neck in unrestrained sorrow. *' Thou dost 
not grudge me my crown, my precious child. Thou 
hast indeed been to me, during all my life, the sweet 
comforter thy mother hoped thou wouldst ; ;nay 
the goodness, the love thou hast showered on me be 
returned unto thy own bosom ! may thy children's 
affection be as sweet to thee as thine hast been to 
me ! " 

In earnest words he thanked Camillia for all her 
kindness to him and his, while he exhorted her to 
stand fast in the faith ; to Claudius he bid farewell 
as to a beloved son ; while his prayer for his bright 
child of the third generation was, that he might 
grow in grace as he grew in stature, and be made a 
pillar in the house of the Lord, 

But now the soldiers began to grow impatient, 
and message after message hastened his departure. 
*' Yes, yes ; I am ready," was the prompt reply. 
" Now, my beloved ones, farewell. May the Lord 
ever bless thee and keep thee ; in joy and in sorrow 
may the light of his countenance shine upon thee, and 



THE LONGED-FOR CROWN. 177 

then thou wilt ever have peace. Let no tears drop 
for me ; but recollect this day as a day of joy, 
when a wearied spirit was set free from all its 
toils and dangers — an unworthy worker ' called to 
his glorious .;ward_a saved sLer received into 
the heavenly mansions, to be for ever with the 
Lord." 

He embraced each of that mourning group, bless- 
ing them in the name of the Lord ; and then, with 
firm step and beaming countenance, passed out to 
the impatient soldiers, who at once bore him to 
Bome. His children and Camillia quickly followed, 
but even the well-known Claudius could not gain 
admittance to the Basilica; and it was not until 
after hours of weary waiting that they saw their 
father carried forth, worn and disabled, from 
torture, bi:^t with the loved features shining more 
brightly than ever. With a desperate effort Lucia 
broke from Claudius, pushed through the crowd 
with the strength of love, and caught the nerveless 
band. 

** my father, my father ! how thou must have 
suffered ! '' 

''Suffering for Christ is sweet work, my Lucia,*' 
WES the answer, with a beaming look ; ''I have been 
proving the truth of thy mother's words — my God 
is my joy, peace, comfort.'' It was all that he had 
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time to say as he was borne to the place of execu- 
tion, a merciful death in these sad days. 

But there was one more look of love and triumph 
to be received from these fine eyes, whose fire were 
yet undimmed ; one word for his flock, many of 
whom his eagle glance noted in the crowd, ''For- 
ward ; farewell, my brethren, the prize is before 
thee ; " one joyful cry of, '* My crown, my inherit- 
ance, are ready ; victory, victory, through the blood 
of the Lamb;" and the next moment the earthly 
course of the once brilliant orator, the once favourite 
of the people, the once weary wanderer, the latter a 
joyful believer and faithful servant of the Lord, was 
finished. His life that could never end had begun ; 
his iniquities were pardoned, his sins were forgiven ; 
and double were the depths of joy, double the measure 
of gratitude, with which he stood before the throne ; 
with which he adored the guide of all his weary 
pilgrimage ; with which he greeted his beloved ones; 
with which he began the life of perfect peace, perfect 
rest, perfect praise, that would last for ever. 

And as the cry of deep grief rose from those who 
loved him, and from his flock, to whom he had been 
as a father in Israel ; as a cry of triumph ascended 
from his persecutors, a far difierent sound broke 
upon his ear, even the swelling anthem unto him 
who had bought him with his blood, had comforted 
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him with the comfort of God, had strengthened 
him to labour, to suflFer, to die for him ; and brought 
him at last through much tribulation to the heavenly 
rest, the inheritance incorruptible, undefiled, and 
that fadeth not away. 




CHAPTER XIV. 



TWO YEARS AFTER. 



Meek souls there are who little dream 
Their daily strife an angel's theme; 
Or that the cross they take so calm 
Shall prove in heaven a victor's palm. 



KSBLB. 




|NE lovely summer evening the lady Lucia^ 
with thoughtful step and serious brow, 
was pacing the marble terrace of her 
maritime villa, watching for the return of her hus- 
band. More than two years have passed since we last 
met her, yet she is little altered — a more matronly 
air, a more calmly serious brow, a new blessing in 
the sweet child that Marcus gambols with by her 
side, and whose faltering steps he draws onwards 
by the tempting prize of a bright orange, are all the 
changes we note ; for as she turns her head to 
answer her son's triumphant exclamation at his 
sister's walking accomplishments, we see that her 
dark eyes are as bright and happy, her smile as 
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sweet and unclouded, her voice as musical and joy- 
ous as ever. It has been only the sufferings of others 
that has made more serious that fair brow ; for, 
sheltered under the powerful protection of Severus, 
no evil has befallen her, no danger come nigh her 
dwelling. 

The lightning-flash which had, at the very com- 
mencement of the persecution, taken away the 
revered father, seemed then to have expended all 
its strength, and from the midst of her own un- 
scathed home Lucia could look with pitying eyes on 
the desolation around her. Yet the recollection of 
that one fearful night in her history, at whose 
memory she still shuddered, and also the pain of 
losing her father, had taught her what the sufferings 
of others must be ; and ever did the trembling 
fugitives find rest, comfort, and support in the house- 
hold of Claudius Cornelius. But we cannot aflBrm 
that Lucia's heart never quailed, as day after day 
she saw her husband depart for the city, where she 
knew the blood of the Christians was flowing like 
water ; or that no misgivings arose, as evening after 
evening she paced the terrace, straining her eyes to 
see his returning chariot ; and when at the weekly 
gatherings in the Catacombs she missed one by one 
some familiar face, and saw new tablets appearing 
on the walls, often did she think that she, her 
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husband, or her mother, might be the next who 
would be called from the feast below to the feast 
above. Yet, notwithstanding this natural anxiety, 
she was generally able to leave all in the hands of 
God, confident that she would receive whatever was 
best for her, and determined not to meet trouble 
half-way. She was, as we have said, now watching 
for her husband, but with no anxious fears, for he 
had only gone down to the shore to meet a friend 
from Africa. The vessel that had brought their 
guest was riding in the harbour, and she soon saw 
him, conducted by Claudius, advancing towards her. 
Time has dealt more hardly with the young soldier 
than with his fair wife : his brow is graver, and 
imprinted with deeper lines of care ; his mouth is 
more stem in its firmness than when we last saw 
him ; his whole aspect shows that though his own 
home is left untouched, he has not escaped without 
sufiering in these cruel times. Safe in the sanctuary 
of home, Lucia and Camillia knew not half of the 
sufierings of the Church ; but he knew them all, 
and it was the hourly sight of that anguish, the 
constant consuming of the yet unconsumable bush, 
that had saddened his brow and imprinted it with 
care ; it was the difficulty of walking uprightly in 
his dangerous daily course, the caution, the vigilance, 
the courage it required to hold fast his allegiance to 
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his Qod in the midst of a heathen court, and yet 
faithfully to serve his earthly sovereign and bene- 
factor, that had made the mouth so stern in its 
iirmness. 

Yet it was with a very bright smile that he now 
presented the newly-arrived guest to his wife as an 
early friend of her grandfather and grandmother, and, 
later, the fellow-labourer of the latter ; and it was 
with an equally pleased look that the venerable man 
laid his hand with a fervent blessing on Lucia's 
bowed head, as according to the custom of the times 
she bent before him, and said, " When I was com- 
mended by the Church at Carthage to the kindness 
and hospitality of the- noble Claudius, I little thought 
that in his wife I should find the grand-daughter of 
my true yoke-fellow in Christ, as well as the living 
image of my beloved and sainted Mend Lucia; 
that thou, my new young friend, mayst be as like 
her in character as thou art in features, is the best 
blessing I can supplicate for thee." 

*'And thou knewest my grandmother, noble 
Maximus." 

" I did, lady, even from childhood ; both Chris- 
tians, we were united by no common tie, and thus 
I knew well and could admire the beauty of a char- 
acter in which simplicity and strength, faith and 
zeal, steadfast love and self-devotion, were blended 
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and combined into a lovely whole, the like of which 
I have never seen before or since." 

"And my beloved grandfather — my husband says 
thou wert his fellow-labourer ? " 

"Yea, for many years we wrought side by side ; 
but newly restored believer as he was then, he far 
outstripped, in faith, in zeal, in success, the one who 
had from childhood followed Christ." 

"Ah, I knew he was a true worker," answered 
Lucia, with glistening eyes, this .praise of her loved 
sire was so sweet ; and in a hushed voice she added, 
''Thou hast heard of his triumphant end, of his 
victory over the terrors of the grave?" 

"Yea, dear lady; at Alexandria I heard how, 
after a life of much suffering, and after enduring 
much hardness for Christ's sake, he had reached the 
everlasting rest." 

Conversing thus, they entered the house, and 
Camillia soon recognized in Maximus one who, 
though not recollected by name, she had often met 
in former days as Lucia's friend ; and he with equal 
pleasure sought to trace in the Christian matron, 
the handsome, blooming girl his memory recalled. 

Many things more than the supper were dis- 
cussed that night. Coming straight, first from 
Alexandria^ and then from Carthage, Maximus was 
personally conversant with the fiistory of the 
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Churches in these cities. In glowing words he re- 
counted the sufferings of many at the former place, 
who desired to serve Qod rather than man, with 
affectionate enthusiasm ; he spoke of a young man 
named Origen, who, a year before, had been with 
difficulty prevented from voluntarily offering himself 
to suffer with his martyred father, and who from 
boyhood had been noted for the penetrating genius 
with which he investigated the meaning of Scripture ; 
he told how this youth of eighteen daily visited the 
Christians who were fettered in deep dungeons and 
close imprisonment; how he cheered and strengthened 
them after their condemnation, and boldly accom- 
panied them to the place of death ; how, as the 
persecutions daily increased, he was in constant 
peril of life, and so closely pursued that it seemed 
impossible for him to escape. "But hitherto," con- 
cluded Maximus, " he has borne as it were a charmed 
life ; it is to be hoped, for the good of the persecuted 
Alexandrians, that he long will continue to do so.'' 

And then he passed on to Carthage, and told of 
the trials of the saints there ; and as he described 
the sufferings with which the young and the old, 
the rich and the poor, the learned and the unlearned, 
the young patrician lady and the lowly slave, the 
distinguished soldier and unknown Christian, had 
yielded up their lives with gladness for the gospel's 
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sake, Lucia and Camillia's tears could not be re- 
strained ; while Claudius sprang to his feet and 
paced the room, exclaiming, *'And why does not 
God judge his own elect, who cry day and night 
unto him ; how long shall thy people be led as sheep 
to the slaughter ; how long, O Lord, how long wilt 
thou be angry with us thy inheritance ; how long 
will the adversary reproach, and the enemy blas- 
pheme, thy holy name ? " 

It was the passionate cry of a long silent, enduring, 
suflFering soul; and Maximus answered solemnly, 
" God does hear his own elect, and not one day, not 
one hour longer than he sees needful shall these trials 
last. They are a * needs be ' to purify us ; when 
the work is finished the scourge will be removed. 
Yea, though our sky is heavy and lowering, though 
the noise of the storm deafens our ear, though the 
dark clouds of afiiiction press heavily upon us, our 
God still liveth, and we shall yet in joy and glad- 
ness finish the triumphant song — ' Blessed be our 
rock, and let the God of our salvation be exalted.' " 

His words fell with prophetic power on the hearts 
of Lucia and Camillia ; but Claudius still continued 
his troubled walk. " I know," he said — " I know 
Severus cannot live for ever, and strange as it may 
appear, notwithstanding his cruel disposition, Caligula 
is favourable to the Christians ; yet the sufierings 
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of my brethren, severely as I feel them, are only 
half my trouble ; " and unable longer to restrain his 
emotions, he left the room. 

When, after some time, Lucia went to seek him, 
she found him leaning against a statue on the terrace, 
gazing earnestly up to the starlit sky. " If it were 
not for Lucia,'* he murmured to himself, as she ap- 
pix)ached. 

" Claudius," she said softly. He turned abruptly, 
and then without a word drew her towards himself, 
and held her as if he could not let her go against his 
heart, whose troubled beatings she could feel ; while 
hers seemed to stand still, for she had heard the 
murmured words, and too well, alas I could she 
fathom their meaning and import. Still her loving 
heart was a brave one, and after a moment spent in 
seeking strength from on high, she said, gently — 
** My husband, thou art in sore trouble ; but fear 
not, hope still in our God and he will help thee." 

He did not answer, except by a still closer em- 
brace ; and in perfect silence they stood amidst the 
stillness of that fair night, while the soft air, laden 
with sweetness, passed by them unheeded, and the 
light of the clear stars shone down on them as 
calmly as if the world on which they looked was as 
bright and as happy as they appear to be to our 
eyes. 
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At last Claudius's voice, speaking quietly and 
solemnly, broke the stillness — " My Lucia, dost thou 
remember the morning that thou didst meet me on 
yonder hill, when thou didst find me trembling for 
thee with faithless fears, and didst strengthen me 
with thy own strong faith when thou didst remind 
me of the promised succour for every needful hour ? 
Dost thou remember that fair morning, when all 
around us breathed of hope, of joy, of life, but when 
with heavy hearts we made yon grove a sanctuary, 
and drew near with trembling faith, to rise with 
bright hope that all would be well, sent by the 
hand of our God ? Dost thou remember this, my 
Lucia?" 

She knew well what was coming, but the clear 
loving eyes were raised calmly to her husband's face 
as she answered firmly — " I do, I remember it well ; 
and the strength I felt was given to me then has 
not forsaken me now. My husband, I heard the 
words thou spakest aloud unconsciously, as I ap- 
proached; and without one moment's hesitation I 
say to thee, do whatever is right at any cost, dis- 
honour thy God by no waverings, do not let thy 
love for me stand in thy way." 

*' Thy loving heart is as brave as it is true to thy 
God, my Lucia ; but thou dost not know my 
trouble." 
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" The heart can divine much, dear Claudius. I 
have long seen thou fearest that thou dost dishonour 
thy God by continuing the favourite and friend of a 
heathen Emperor." 

" And a persecutor," added Claudius. 

" Yea, truly that is the hardest part. Yet many 
may deem that as thou, like another Joseph, dost serve 
thy God faithfully, in the midst of an unbelieving 
court, thou mightst with impunity retain the favour 
and the power that is given to thee. But if thy 
heart says *No,' if thou feelest it is wrong, then it 
is a sin, a sin against thy conscience ; and though it 
will change our position from among the great ones 
of the earth, sheltered by the Emperor's power, to 
that of the weakest, most defenceless sheep of the 
persecuted flock — yet I say unto thee, think not of 
me, but do it. To us the reproach of Christ will be 
greater riches than the favour of Severus ; a^ictions 
with the people of God far sweeter than the plea- 
sures of sin." 

"Then if I resign my command and place at 
court, it will be with thy full and free consent?" 

" Consent ! nay more, much more than consent — 
with joy, with thankfulness that my God has given 
me a husband who seeks at all costs to serve God 
rather than man. Yet^ Claudius, I do not think 
this is a thing that ought to be done hastily. Thy 
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power and influence has saved many a poor brother 
from a painful death ; our house is now an un- 
searched asylum for the Christians ; — if thou re- 
signest, it will be so no longer." 

'*That is quite true," said Claudius, thoughtfully; 
** I once imagined that the influence I had at court 
was a special gift committed to my charge, that I 
might protect, as far as I could, my befriendless 
brethren; but then Severus's cruelty was not so fear- 
ful; and now, by being his servant, do I not wish him 
God-speed — am I not partaker of his sins ? Lucia^ 
Lucia, I thought a few minutes ago that the danger 
to which I would expose thee was my only trouble ; 
but now thou tellest me unfalteringly to go forward, 
and when I attempt to do so, I only plunge into 
another sea of doubt and difficulty." 

"We have a Guide, Claudius" — it was said 
lowly and reverently — "whose counsel we should 
seek." 

" Ah, and with such a Guide there should be no 
tremblings. We will both seek wisdom of our 
heavenly Counsellor." 

" Mightst thou not speak to Maximus, our guest 
He might be the angel unawares of comfort to 
thee." 

" I need no angel of comfort but thee, my Lucia; 
thou always strengthenest me, even with the com- 
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fort of God. But I will tell him my fears and 
doubts. I think I might safely be guided by his 
counsel." 

** Claudius, before we return to the house, I must 
ask thee one question — Is Severus quite the same to 
thee as he was before these sad days in the past V* 

"Where didst thou get these quick wits, my 
Lucia ? Thou seemest to find out everything,'* said 
Claudius, with a sad smile ; " but thou art right. 
Ever since I was saved from a violent death by his 
power, I have seen a gradual but sure change in his 
manner, and though the vigorous measures which he 
then took have insured me &om further molestation, 
I doubt, were the same thing to happen again, if I 
should be similarly defended. One reason why we 
have dwelt hitherto in such safety is, that this 
apparent cooling in Severus's affection is at present 
only evident to myself. The world still thinks me 
as great a favourite as ever. But let us now go in- 
doors." 

When they entered the house they found Camillia 
and Maximus were unaware of their prolonged ab- 
sence by the interest of the conversation they held 
together ; and a thrill of joy passed through Lucia's 
sorrowful yet unselfish heart, as she noted the 
earnestness and peace depicted on the features of her 
who, though advanced in years, was young in the 
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faith, as she listened to the words of encouragement, 
of admonition and instruction, spoken with such 
fervent zeal by the old disciple. Long into the 
night did Claudius and Maximus sit in conversation. 
All the doubts and fears were spoken ; but ere they 
parted, Maximus had told Claudius that as he was 
never called upon to perform any duty in direct 
opposition to the will of God, and as we have many 
instances in the inspired writings of God's people 
serving him with acceptance in heathen courts, he 
did not think it necessary for him to abandon a 
station in life where he was enabled not only by 
word and example, but also by actions, to glorify 
God, and let his light shine before all men. '* But, 
my young fnend," he added, " if the regulation con- 
cerning the oath to the gods of the heathen, to avoid 
taking which so many of the Afncan Christiuis 
have suffered death, be imposed upon thee, I do not 
then tell thee to hold back from the sacrifice, no 
matter how great it may be ; be assured thou wilt 
never lose anything by counting the reproach of 
Christ greater riches than the treasures of Egypt." 

" I thank God," were Claudius's parting words to 
the old man, " for sending thee to us at this time. 
Thy words have delivered me from a horror of dark- 
aess, and brought me into light and joy again." 



CHAPTER XV. 



CROSS AND CROWN. 



I praise Thee while my days go on ; 

I love Thee while my days go on ; 

Through dark and dearth, through fire and frost; 

With emptied arms and treasure lost; 

I thank Thee while my days go on. 

And having in the life-depth thrown 

Being and suffering (which are one), 

As a child drops his pebble small 

Down some deep well, and hears it fall 

Smiling — so I. Thy days go on. 

E. B. B&OWNINO. 




T was with a lightened heart that Lucia 
saw her husband and his friend depai-t 
for the city next morning — it was with 
thankful and overflowing gladness that she wel- 
comed them back. As day after day of tranquil 
joy swept over her head, brightened also by a tem- 
porary cessation of persecution, she seemed never to 
have been before so perfectly happy, with her chil- 
dren in blooming health, her husband apparently 
safe from the hand of persecution, her mother one 
with her in the same faith. 

(235) X3 
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Claudius had gone as usual to the city in the 
morning, and at mid-day a hasty message came 
for Lucia. She was to hasten to the city at once. 
" What has happened ?" was her breathless question. 
The messenger was the faithful Bufus ; and gently 
he told his lady that his lord had been seized for 
refusing to take the heathen oath. " To Rome, good 
Bufus — quick — to Borne !" was her only answer. 

She was obeyed. Quick — as quick horses could 
carry her — was she borne onwards, with Marcus by 
her side, for at his earnest entreaty he had been 
allowed to accompany her, Camillia being absent in 
the country visiting friends. Never had the road 
to Bome seemed so long to the trembling, suflFering 
Lucia ; but at length the weary drive was over, and 
she stood in the prison of her husband. They met 
in silence — a silence that might be felt, Claudius 
was the first to speak — " Thou wilt have a mother 
yet to love thee, my Lucia ; thou must comfort and 
strengthen each other." 

"And must we then really part?" And though 
her voice sounded like a burst of tears, her pale 
face was calm. 

*'For a little while — ^yes, my Lucia." 

" But Severus — does he know ? Can I not go to 
him ? He can save thee ;" and hope again bright- 
ened her brow. 
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"Severus is not in the city. But, Lucia, thou 
shalt hear the whole story, which will prove to thee 
how useless it would be to plead for mercy to the 
Emperor. I have yet three hours' grace." 

"Only three hours!'* And the woman heart 
almost fainted. 

" Yea^ my beloved — only three hours, and then a 
glorious entrance into the haven of eternal rest." 

" Oh, my husband 1" It was the bitter cry of a 
yearning, tried heart — it was the outpourings of 
such a grief as drew human tears from the eyes of 
the God-man at the loved friend's grave. But faith 
soon triumphed, and shone like a rainbow of hope 
on the dark clouds of sorrow. 

"Hush — trembling, faithless heart!" she said, 
struggling hard with her grief; "how ungrateful 
thus to weep. The parting will be but for a little 
while — and then an eternity of joy together. But 
desolate days must run their course first. Oh that, 
like my father and mother, we might die together." 

" But our children — what then would become of 
them? No ; thou must guide and teach them, 
while God himself will be thy Guide and Teacher ; 
and then we shall all meet again. And our mother, 
our dear mother, my Lucia ! — what would she do 
without thee ? Deprived of thee, her lot would be 
indeed desolate." 
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" I know it ! I know it ! How selfish I am not 
to have thoughts of her grief also ! " 

" Thou wilt be her comforter, beloved ; for thou 
hast a Comforter, a heavenly Comforter, who will 
abide with thee for ever. Oh, fear not life with 
Him by thy side ! Fear not, as an adopted child 
of our God's, to walk the path his hand has traced ! 
Though it be strewn with thorns sent by wisdom, 
it is paved by promises provided* by love, even the 
love that passeth knowledge. Fear not but that, 
on thy way, weary as it may be, thou wilt be 
refreshed by the gracious words of our God ; yea^ 
even the bright beams of his countenance shall 
shine upon thee, until thou stand in the unveiled 
presence of his majesty, and find delight in the ful- 
nesa of his joy." 

It was with such words they strengthened each 
other during their last hours of earthly com- 
munion. 

'* Thou must hear this morning's history, my 
Lucia," said Claudius at length. " I am sure thou 
wilt say I have acted rightly ; for I know that, 
like thy sainted grandmother, thou wouldst rather 
see me die than live to dishonour my Master." 

** I would," she answered firmly. Christian faith 
rising higher than woman's love. And calmly she 
listened to his short tale. It was as follows : — 



I 
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From being in constant attendance on the 
Emperor, Claudius had not risen in the army as 
many of his compeers ; but this day, when he 
reached the city, the first news he heard was that 
there was a vacancy, and that he was to be raised 
to the rank of a centurion. But envy and hate 
had a work to do. Another soldier came forward, 
and urged that, by the laws, Claudius was incapaci- 
tated fi*om receiving this honour, because he was a 
Christian, and did not sacrifice to the gods and the 
manes of the emperors, and that he who was next 
in rank ought to be preferred. Claudius was then 
called upon to declare his faith ; and at once con- 
fessing himself a Christian, a space of six hours waa 
given him, in which time to choose between life 
and glory, or death and ignominy. 

" And," said Claudius, as he concluded, ** I thank- 
fully accepted these hours as a boon which enabled 
me to see thee once more, my beloved. I did not 
accept them for deliberation : on such a subject 
we cannot waver. Have I not done right, my 
Lucia ? " 

She knew her answer would take the sun out of 
her heavens, darken her life in its spring-time ; but 
with a strength not her own, she said, — 

** Thou couldst do nought else, my husband ; and 
soon shalt thou reign with Him for whom thou 
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sufferest. Mourn not for me," she added — she felt 
her husband's eye fixed on her with an expres- 
sion of mingled love and sorrow — " my God will 
be the strength of my life, and my portion for ever- 
more." 

" Marcus," said Claudius, turning suddenly to 
his son, who was clinging fondly to him, " I leave 
thy mother to thy charge. Be her comforter always 
and ever ; and as thou growest older, remember that 
thou art her and thy sister's only defender and pro- 
tector. It is a precious charge I leave thee, my 
boy ; see that thou neglect it not." 

" I will not, father," Marcus answered ; and the 
boy's face flushed and his eye kindled with earnest- 
ness. '* I will always defend my mother and sister, 
even with my life." 

How quickly those precious hours fled ! To 
Lucia it did not appear that one had passed, when 
their last conversation on earth was brought to a 
close by the crier's summons. 

''I will go with thee even to death!" were 
Lucia's words to her husband, as, with faltering 
tongue, he sought to speak the last fond words. 

" K thou canst bear it, come," he answered ; 
'* but Marcus had better not. Let not his last 
memories of his father be at the hour of his death. — 
My darling child, the best blessing I can ask for 
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thee is the one that has been abeady invoked on 
thy head — that thou mayst daily grow in grace, 
and be made a pillar in the house of our God. 
Remember there is only one thing worth living 
for — the glory of thy heavenly Father. May he 
give thee grace to fulfil the trust I have committed 
to thee.'* 

With many loving parting words, he gave the 
weeping boy into the care of the faithful and sorrow- 
ful Rufus, and was then led to the tribunal, Lucia 
following steadily. Manfully did the young soldier 
confess Christ ; nor could all the entreaties of the 
judge shake his faith — for unusual clemency was 
shown to him, perhaps by Severus's command. 
But at length, when, wearied with his useless task^ 
the judge's eye fell on the still figure that stood 
close behind the prisoner, and thinking that woman's 
weakness might prevail on the husband to yield, he 
said, — 

" Noble lady, I have done my utmost to save 
thy husband. Wilt thou try to persuade him not 
to throve away his life ? " 

Claudius turned to Lucia. He feared no weak 
yieldings from her ; yet the blood coursed with a 
quick, strange bound to her heart> as his fate was 
thus put, as it were, into her hands. Would she 
have strength to speak the words that would take 
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from her her head ? Coming close to him, she took 
the sword from his side, and drawing out a gospel 
roll, held both to him : 

"Which wilt thou choose, my husband — earth's 
glory and honours, or heaven's joy and peace ? " 

Without a moment's hesitation he took the roll ; 
and silently Lucia turned to the judge, and though 
her voice was low, her words were heard by all in 
the court : 

" He has chosen : he has chosen to cleave to his 
God ; and him whom he has chosen he will soon 
enjoy." 

" And canst thou find no more persuasive argu- 
ment, noble lady, to dispossess thy lord of his 
folly ? Does it give thee no pain thus to lose 
him ? " 

" No pain ! " she repeated ; and those who saw 
that look of keen agony felt that that calmness 
came not from insensibility. " But I dare find no 
persuasive argument to induce him to resign what 
we prize more than life." 

" Then it must be death ! " and there was a tone 
of regret in the judge's voice. 

" Yea, a death of glory, of honour, in my King's 
service ! " — and even as the words passed the 
prisoner's lips, the sentence of death was spoken. 

Its execution followed without delay. But no 
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one prevented the pale young mourner from follow- 
ing her beloved one to the very last, as, strong 
with the strength of love, she gave the last smile of 
affection, spoke the last words of hope, received the 
last earthly look from the eyes that were to open 
in glory. 

She had thought that she stood all alone in that 
great tlirong, without one heart to pity ; but even 
as tlie spirit of the martyr was set free by the exe- 
cutioner's stroke, a tremulous voice murmured, 
'* Blessed are the dead that die in the Lord!*' 
Turning quickly, her glance met the tender sym- 
pathy expressed in the eyes of a venerable woman ; 
and from the depths of her full heart she ex- 
claimed, **Yea, tjie dead are blessed ; but the 
living, the living — oh, that they could die also ! " 
It was the wail of an overcharged, almost broken 
heart ; and as she spoke, the outward scene faded 
before her eyes, its memory passed from her brain. 
When consciousness returned, she found herself 
lying in the same old woman's arms, with Marcus 
hanging over her in agonizing grief. " Oh, mother I 
mother ! *' he cried. 

The sound of that dear voice opened the flood- 
gates of her grief, and blessed tears came to relieve 
her oppressed heart. But like healing balm came 
the soft, sweet voice of her new friend, — " We 
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sorrow not as those without hope ; for them which 
sleep in Jesus will God bring with him ! " 

And as Lucia^ through her tears, raised an in- 
quiring glance to the aged face, she saw something 
in the sweet eyes that made her say, " Thou hast 
known sorrow, even such a sorrow as mine." 

"Yea, dear lady, I have — even deeper sorrow 
than thine. I have seen my loved and only child 
laid on the cruel rack ; I have seen him resign his 
young spirit to his Creator in mortal agony. I have 
lived long years of sorrow since, but now I shall 
soon, very soon, go to him.*' 

" I think I have heard that sad tale before." 

" If thou art, as I deem thee from thy resem- 
blance to the Lady Lucia Curtia, a relation of hers, 
it is not improbable that thou hast." 

" She was my grandmother." 

" Was ! then she also has passed away ? My 
noble friend, my tender comforter, shall we then 
not meet until we- meet in glory ?" 

" Thou canst not have tarried in Rome, or thou 
wouldst have known that the noble Lucia has been 
dead many years," replied Lucia^ in the midst of 
her own trouble strangely interested in her new 
friend, as memory recalled the sad tale, told 
with such pathos by her sire one memorable day of 
her life. 
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"Thou art right I have come back to Borne, 
to find all my old friends gone home, while I am 
still left. I went to a far-off secluded valley, to 
whose simple inhabitants the gospel had been 
brought by the blessed Apostle Paul himself; and 
there, in the midst of loving Christian hearts, in the 
peace of God, in the safety that in these days is only 
to be found in forgetfulness and retirement^ have I 
since dwelt." 

"Oh, let me go there also !*' cried Lucia, with a 
yearning longing for peace for her torn hearty for 
safety for her darling children, " I must live for 
my children's sake, and I cannot live here. Then 
let me go far from this cruel Rome — let me go to 
thy peaceful valleys." 

A month later a chariot was rolling rapidly from 
Rome, while with streaming eyes the occupants were 
watching the last glimpse of the imperial city ; but 
when the view became limited to the rich spreading 
fields of the Campagna^ Camillia sank back in her 
seat to hide her streaming tears. 

" Mother, dear mother," said Lucia, that tender 
heart pained by Camillia's sorrow, " I cannot bear 
to be the cause of such a heart-break as leaving thy 
home is to thee. How selfish it was of me to ask 
thee to do so !" 

But her self-reproaching words were quickly 
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checked by a loving embrace. " Hush, dear Lucia, 
do not speak thus. . Dost thou not know that my 
home is here, even in these loving hearts, aad that 
thou art dearer, far dearer, to me than this cruel 
city, which is red with the blood of the martyrs of 
Jesus." 

But at this moment they surmounted a small hill, 
and Rome once more burst upon them in all its 
magnificence. Spontaneously they rose to gaze ; 
but this time Camillia did not weep, as she bade a 
last and long farewell to the abode of her life, the 
resting-place of her dead — for her thoughts had 
flown upwards and onwards to her eternal home, 
where she knew there would be no more death or 
sorrow ; while as Lucia's eye distinguished afar the 
home of her youth, the scene of her married joys, 
she said in her hearty " Farewell, sweet home, where 
I have left all joy ! Peace may and will, I trust, 
bloom in our new home, but joy is buried there." 
Very different were Marcus's thoughts as he bade 
farewell to Rome. The sorrow of the last month 
had made the once playful, joyous boy wise beyond 
his years ; and as he took his last look of his birth- 
place, it was with no childish resolution he vowed 
to return to that guilty, blood-stained city, and 
avenge his father's death by proclaiming to its be- 
nighted inhabitants the message of reconciliation* 
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while in the meanwhile, with all the ingenuity of 
affection, he sought to fulfil thq dying charge com- 
mitted to him. 

Soon in a very garden of Eden for loveliness, 
surrounded and embosomed in mountains, guarded 
by frightful precipices, overhung by wide lakes of 
ice and never-melting snow, rose a home— a home 
in which peace and love comforted those stricken 
hearts — a home that scattered blessings around 
it — a home to which the poor went to be aided, 
the mournful to be cheered, the desolate to be 
comforted — a home which quickly became an in- 
tegral part of the Church of God in these valleys. 
And soon the simple people looked upon that 
young widowed lady, whose gentle face bore wit- 
ness to the fierce storms of sorrow that had swept 
over her, and who yet had a loving word for all, 
as nothing less than an angel ; and often did they 
bless the day that had brought her, her two 
fair children, and kind but stately mother, among 
them. 

Thus it was that God gathered his people from 
among the heathen — thus it was that he " set in 
the mountains the precious jewel of a pure faith," 
which shone as a light in the darkness of ages ; and 
by the strength of these hills, hid in the very hollow 
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of his hand, were his witnesses preserved from the 
wrath of man, and enabled to send forth streaks of 
light — dawnings of the day that, in God's own good 
time, was to flood the world with sunshine, and de- 
liver man from the slavery of Rome. 
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Westminster Bevisw. — ** This work consists cf an exposition of various 
ornithological matters from points of view which could hardly be thought of, ex- 
cept by a writer cfMiehele^s peculiar genius. With his argument in favour of 
the preservation of our small birds we heartily concur. The translation seems 
to be generally well executed; and in the matter qf paper and printing, the book is 
almost a/n ouvrage de luxe. 2^ iUustraiions are generally very beautiful.** 

The Art Journal. — "It is a charming book to read, and a m^st valuable 
volume to thivk over. .. .It was a wise, and we cannot doubt it will be a profit- 
able, duty to publish it here, where it m/ust take a place second only to that it oc- 
cupies in the language in which it was toritten. .... Certainly natural history 
has never, in our opinion, been more exquisitely illustrated by wood-engraving 
than in the whole of these designs by M. OiacomeUi, who Jias treated the sulject 
with rare delicacy of pencil and the most charming poetical feeling — a feeling per- 
fectly in hamony vnth the written descriptions ofM. Michelet himself.** 
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Printed on Superfine Paper, with Thirty-seven Steel Engravings. Boyal 
8vo, full gilt side and gilt edges. Price 10s. 6d. 
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